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ACT  I 

Scene  I 

Argos.     Courtyard  of  Agajueninon! s  Palace.    Steps 
leading  to  Watch-toiver.     Dazvn.     Bell  strikes. 
Warden  discovered. 

W.     It  is  the  day,  and  I  am  much  reheved. 
Ten  years  my  eyes  have  strained  upon  this  watch, 
But  never  yet  the  tell-tale  tongue  of  flame 
Hath  spoke  to  tell  that  Agamemnon  comes ! 
And  Troy  still  stands.     'Twere  better  there — 
The  active  life  upon  the  tented  field — 
Than  this  slow  waiting  ! 

Enter  LAERTES  and  Pylades,  ^vith  tivo  Men  of 

the  Guard. 

Laer.     The   morn   that   springs  from    out  the 


womb  of  night 


B  2 
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Rises  upon  this  smiling  land  again. 

How  fresh  the  air  is,  Pylades !     'Tis  good 

Not  to  be  laggards  when  the  morn's  astir  ! 

How  has  the  night  passed,  Watchman  ?  Any  news  ? 

W.     None,    my  good  Lord.     The  barren  skies 
were  dark  ; 
There  was  no  moon.     A  troop  of  Furies  rode 
Above  the  shrieking  wind,  like  birds  of  prey  ! 

Laer.     It  bodes  some  ill. 
The  King  will  come — that  Clytemnestra  knows. 

Py.     Ay,  and  that  base  usurper  of  his  place. 

Laer.      Close    in    the    sweaty    bed    they    lie, 
accursed. 

Py.     The  King  himself  shall  know  the  infamy  ! 

Laer.     And  should  the  longed-for  signal  hail 
the  morn. 
Do  not  disturb  the  Queen  ! 

\to  Pylades]  Agamemnon 
Himself  shall  smite  her  wild  incestuous  eyes 
Ere  she  can  conjure  up  her  woman's  arts. 
Look  where  Orestes  comes.  \retiringi\ 

Enter  Orestes,  moodily. 

Or.     Words — idle  words,    that   never    grow  to 
deeds  ! 
Good  morrow,  comrade.     Ah,  Laertes,  too  ! 
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How  fresh  the  air  is  !     Have  we  any  news  ? 

Laer.      None— none,    Orestes!      But   the   day 
will  rise 
With  the  full  crimson  glow  of  hope's  red  fire ! 
Wilt  climb  the  tower  again,  and  scan  the  hills  ? 
'Tis  there  thy  father's  light  will  break  on  us. 
Come,  good  Phalanthus. 

[Phalanthus  and  Laertes  exit  up  steps.} 

Or.     My  father's   light!     Good    comrade,  how 
dost  thou  ? 
I  fear  I  am  a  heavy-hearted  youth, 
Too  sad  for  company — too  meek  for  men. 
Too  silent  for  a  woman.     Pylades, 
I  was  not  ever  thus  ? 

Py.     Nor  shall  be  long.     These  heavy  clouds 
Shall  pass  as  doth  the  night, 
And  the  bright  day  returning  follow  on  ; 
Then    shalt   thou    leap   i'   th'    sun,  and   lead   the 

chase, 
Cleave  thy  proud  way  up  to  the  topmost  height. 
And  laugh  at  this  dark  Fate. 

Or.     I    might,     I     might,    when    virtue    lives 
again, 
And  Honour  rises  from  her  darkened  tomb  ! 

Py.     Virtue  dies  only  when  all  Love  is  false  ; 
When  none  are  found  to  give  the  lie  to  things. 
This  is  not  yet ! 
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Or.     Speak  !    tell  me — dost  thou   think  that  I 
am  slow  ? 

Py.     I  would  not  have  thee  throw  thy  life  away. 

Or.     Bound  and  chained  up  like  to  a  currish 
whelp, 
Tongue-tied  and  dumb — not  bold  enough  to  bark  ; 
But  e'en  must  crouch  and  crawl  into  my  hole, 
As  if  a  growing  madness  reigned  with  me, 
Or  some  disease  preying  upon  the  mind. 

Pv.     I  know  not  their  dark  mind  ;   but  this  I 
know, 
Thou  art,  as  ever,  my  yoke-fellow  still. 
Without  a  flaw  in  mind,  or  heart,  or  will  ; 
And  thou  shalt  conquer  them,  Orestes,  yet. 

Or.     Let    us    see    now.       My   mother    hangs 
between 
The  past  and  its  undoing  ;  yet  to  me 
I      She  is  my  mother — mother,  Pylades, 
Who  next  ? 

Pv.     'Tis  said  Lycinthus  pressed  the  Senators. 
You,  come  to  manhood,  might  demand  the  crown  ! 
And  should  your  father  not  return  from  Troy, 
'Twere  wiser  kings  should  be  of  riper  age. 

Or.     Who  named  he,  then  ? 

Py.     yEgisthus ! 

Or.     yEgisthus! 
Sleek  fox,  yEgisthus  of  the  cunning  tongue. 
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Oh,  what  comparison  to  the  king  of  men ! 

Think  of  it,  Pylades,  and  answer  mc  ; 

Think'st  thou  the  eagle  would  have  left  her  mate, 

To  wallow  with  the  horrid  winking  owl  ? 

Or  that  the  lioness  would  leave  her  cubs, 

For  the  fanged  serpent  and  its  slimy  skin  ? 

O  Clytemnestra,  that  art  woman  called. 

That  once  was  young,  and  fair,  and  full  of  charms. 

Clung  to  my  father  when  he  went  away. 

And  threw  thy  grief  about  the  wintry  skies, 

As  if  to  tear  down  respite  from  the  gods  ! 

Hast  borne  him  children,  thou,  a  mother,  thou ! 

That  while  he  fights  beneath  the  walls  of  Troy, 

True  to  his  soldier's  duty,  and  the  gods. 

Thy  heart  should  fall  from  him  to  this  sleek  fox  ! 

Twas  Agamemnon,  of  the  kingly  brow, 

That  made  thee  wife  and  mother ;  kept  afar 

The  hand  of  treachery  and  the  storms  of  Fate  ! 

Never  a  shadow  came  across  thy  life. 

Never  a  sorrow,  but  he  gilded  it. 

O  Pylades,  Orion's  faithful  moons 

Are  not  more  constant  than  these  lovers  were  ! 

Where  shall  we  look  for  constancy  again  ? 

Not  on  the  earth,  for  all  the  love  is  false ! 

Py.     Orestes  hath  forgot  Hermione  ! 

Or.     She  is   a  woman  too.     Are  they  not  all      ^ 
false  ? 
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Pv.     I  would  not  give  my  life  to  say  'tis  true. 
Or.     What !  after  the  first  taste  of  Love's  sweet 

lips, 
Are  they  not  all  as  truant  bees  a-field, 
That  sip  the  honey  where  they  find  it  most  ? 
Hermione,  like  Helen,  beauteous  is, 
Yet  of  a  softer  nature.     Well  I  know 
How   quick    my  heart    sprang   when    I    saw   her 

first. 
And  how  a  sudden  hush  fell  all  around. 
It  was  Arcadia  !  and  the  mellow  meads. 
The  land  of  beauty,  and  the  land  of  song  ! 
Ah  !  how  the  sunlight  paled  before  her  face, 
And  the  soft  winds  made  music  with  her  hair  ! 
And  when  she  spoke,  it  seemed  some  lovely  song. 
Caught  from  the  sweetest  songsters  of  the  grove, 
But  more  subdued — as  if  'twere  music  tamed  ! 
Yet,  Pylades,  might  not  those  deep  dark  eyes, 
Sparkling  with  love,  kindle  to  passion's  fire  ; 
That  brow  serene,  knit  with  a  dreadful  fate  ; 
Those  little  hands,  itch  for  a  bloody  deed ; 
Until  she  rose  out  of  her  lovely  self, 
And  grew  and  grew  into  some  furious  fiend  ; 
Like  Clytemnestra?     Clytemnestra,  oh  ! 

Py.  No,  brave  Orestes,  you're  beside  yourself. 
Let's  to  the  watch-tower ;  there  the  freshing  breeze 
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Will  cool  your  heated  brain.     Hark  !  that's  a  cry  ! 
[A  Soldier  comes  running  down^ 
S.     My  lord,  there  is  a  flame  across  the  land ! 
Or.     a  flame  !   'Tis  Agamemnon's  signal,  then  I 
IpotJi  rnshing  np,  comiiig  down  immediately ?\ 
'Tis  he  !  'tis  he  !     The  country  is  ablaze  ! 
The  walls  of  Troy  have  fallen  to  the  Greeks  ! 
Pylades,  to  my  mother  naught  of  this. 
Oh,  Agamemnon,  in  thy  royal  might 

\pistant  shoufs.] 
Come,  burst  upon  thy  Argos  once  again, 
And  slay  with  but  one  look  th'  incestuous  fiend  ! 
Great  conqueror  of  the  Trojan  land, 
Come  to  this  land,  and  win  thine  own  again ! 
Great  Agamemnon,  come ! 

[A  in2irinnr  luhicJi  increases,  and  a  crowd  of 
people  burst  in  with  Electra.] 
Electra.     My  brother,  all  this  joy — it  maddens 
me ! 
Laertes,  to  my  father  bear  the  news  ! 

Laertes.     He  will  be  swift  to  strike  ^gisthus 

down ! 
Or.     -(Egisthus  scowls  at  us,  as  tho'  we  stood 
Within  his  path,  and  cumbered  all  the  ground  ! 
El.     Oh,  brother,  and  thou,  too,  my  Pylades, 
Forth  to  my  father  on  the  distant  plains  ; 
Bid  him  beware  of  traitors  in  his  house. 
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Lest  on  the  sudden  in  his  breaking  out 
^gisthus  follow  up  his  daring  act. 
Look  where  the  Queen  comes  ;  she  hath  seen  the 
flame  ! 

Enter  Clytemnestra. 

Clyt.     As  all  the  world  hath  seen  it,  that  have 
eyes, 
Why  are  you  all  so  sober,  sad,  and  dumb  ? 
Let  the  bells  ring,  and  all  the  trumpets  sound, 
And  the  loud  earth  proclaim  it  to  the  skies 
In  rolling  clouds  of  thunder  !     See  afar, 
Yonder  the  torches  burn  upon  the  hills. 
Light  up  the  beacon  on  the  topmost  height, 
That  Heaven  may  see  the  flashing  message  go 
From  east  to  west,  unto  the  farthest  day ! 
Great  Troy  has  fallen  to  the  gods  of  Greece  ! 
{To  People)  Your  Lord  returns,  triumphant,  from 

the  wars. 
Go  robe  yourselves  in  mirth,  and  welcome  bring, 
To  greet  your  noble  master  and  your  King  ! 
Come  now,  Orestes  and  Electra,  we 
Will  to  prepare  a  royal  festival ! 

Or.     Madam,  I  meet  my  father  on  the  plain. 

Clyt.     I  charge  thee  that  thou  do  await  him 
here. 
Upon  this  sacred  ground,  from  whence  he  went. 
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Or.     Lady,  my  love  runs  faster  than  my  feet, 
An  I  had  wings,  I  should  be  with  him  now.  . 

Nor  do  I  count  it  disobedience, 
When  Agamemnon's  torches  beckon  me  ! 

Clyt.     Thy  father  would  have  thee  honour  me  ! 

Or.     My  father  would  have  thee  honour  him  ! 

Clyt.     This  to  me,  boy  !  {Trumpets?^ 

Or.     Father,  that  you  had  fallen  on  the  field  ! 
Death  were  a  glorious  end  ;  but  this  disgrace  .  .  . 
Come,  good  Laertes,  Pylades  !  \exit?^ 

Laer.     How  shall  I  speak  the  bitter  words  ? 
He'll  strike  me  dead.  \exit?^ 

Enter  HERALD. 

Clyt.     It   is   the   herald !      Well,   sir,   for   thy 

news ! 
Her.     Great   Troy   has    fallen  !     Agamemnon 

comes ! 

{^Enter  ^GISTHUS,  pale  and  worr^ed^^ 

Hail  to  my  native  land  !  Yet  once  again 
To  drink  in  draughts  of  this  delicious  air, 
To  tread  this  earth  after  ten  weary  years, 
Old  friends  !  old  friends  !  [inixes  among  them?^ 

Mq..     When  Agamemnon  went  to  distant  Troy 
He  did  command  his  kingdom  unto  me. 
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I  take  you  all  to  note,  I've  served  it  true, 
And  at  his  coming  will  deliver  up 
The  full  account  of  all  the  Treasuries  ! 

Clyt.     Come,  my  sweet  cousin,  let  us  go  pre- 
pare 
A  royal  welcome  for  our  gracious  King  ! 

JEg.  {to  the  People.)     You  are  dismissed.     Pre- 
pare you  for  the  feast ; 
Bring  music  with  you  ;  let  the  land  be  gay  ! 
Argos  shall  greet  its  mighty  King  to-day ! 

[Exeimt  all  but  ^GISTHUS.] 

Mg.   {solus.)     Now   am    I   all  alone  upon   this 
ground. 
Is  that  the  sun  doth  shine  across  the  fields, 
Or  is  it  that  these  cursed  beacon  lights 
Have  mounted  heaven,  to  burn  before  the  gods  ? 
There  should  be  night  around  me  for  my  thoughts. 
Oh,  there's  a  burning  here !  and  that  red  flame, 
How  it  hath  grown  within  mej     First,  a  look, 
Caught  by  an  accident,  and  then  the  lie 
Which  forged  a  kiss,  and  set  the  flame  alight, 
To  burning  passion,  which  shall  ne'er  be  quenched! 
Oh,  Clytemnestra,  all  that  body's  mine — 
That  queenly  head,  those  luscious  lips,  thine  eyes 
Which  follow  me  through  chambers  of  the  dark ! 
Once  having  held  thee,  I  will  face  the  world  ! 
But,  if  it  lead  to  blood,  and  murder  creep 
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By  devious  paths,  like  a  pale  ghost  at  night, 
For  Clytemnestra  I  could  swim  through  blood  ! 
Or  friend,  or  foe,  so  she  were  true  to  me ! 
Hark  !  was't  a  cry  ?     My  ears  are  doubly  keen. 
It  must  be  quickly  done — quickly  ;  but  I — 
I  cannot  meet  him  here — not  here  to-day. 
His  eyes  would  burn  the  damned  secret  out. 
Those    flashing    eyes    would    blast    me  !       Misty 

death 
Shall  dim  their  lustre  ere  they  look  on  me  ! 
They're  coming  now !  [exil.] 

Enter  People,  dressed  in  holiday  attire,  singing, 
thronging  aronnd  the  HERALD. 

Her.     Oh,  I  could  paint  you  sorrow  overmuch 
Of  dire  distress  and  accidents  afar  ! 
How  in  the  cold  earth's  lap  we  sought  our  rest, 
And  o'er  the  stormy  seas  have  drifted  far, 
On  the  unfriendly  rocks  and  coasts  unknown  ; 
How  adverse  skies  have  threatened  us,  amain, 
And  winter's  blasts,  from  all  their  frozen  hills, 
Swept  down  upon  us  in  adversity  ; 
Or  the  fierce  scorching  heats,  unsheltering  day, 
Added  its  fiery  tongue  to  torture  us  ! 
But  all  these  woes  are  past.     Again  we  come. 
And  Troy  hath  fallen  to  the  gods  of  Greece, 
Rendering  the  proudest  spoils  of  victory, 
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That  all  our  altars  groan  beneath  the  weight  ! 
Senator.     Proud    be  this  day  on   which   our 
King  returns. 
He  shall  have  welcome  worthy  of  his  fame  ! 

\_Shouts  of  Hail,  Agamemnon  !] 

Enter  ClyteinineSTRA  and  Women.    A  temporary 

throne  erected. 

Clyt.     On  this  glad  day  of  triumph  and  of  joy 
Let  sacrifices  to  the  gods  be  given, 
The  altars  set  ablaze,  the  incense  soft 
Waft  its  sweet  odours  on  the  gentle  breeze, 
And  mingle  with  the  sounds  of  song  and  mirth 
To  welcome  Agamemnon  home  again  ! 
That  when  these  symbols  of  our  love  shall  float 
Far  out  beyond  the  walls,  he  shall  know  well 
The  sacred  temple  but  awaits  its  god ! 

{^Distant  shonts.'] 
Let  us  have  music  !     See,  his  train  appears  ! 

\looking  off.] 

Enter  odd  Soldiers  and  People.  Crowd  increases. 
All  sing  this  chorus,  during  which,  towards  the 
end,  Agamemnon  enters  with  spoils  and 
Cassandra. 

"  Hail,  mighty  Jove  !  enrobed  in  splendour  bright. 


ORESTES  15 

"  That  scatters  all  the  mhiions  of  the  night ! 
"Thy  mighty  aid  did  give  the  victory, 
"  So  from  this  land  unto  the  farthest  sea, 
"  Lift  the  first  hymn  of  praise  unto  the  skies, 
"  Hail,  hail !  all  hail !     Let  all  the  anthems  rise 
"  Hail,  hail  !  all  hail  !  " 
Clyt.     Senate  of  Argos,  and  you  citizens, 
Hear,  while  I  give  a  welcome  to  your  King  ! 
To  thee,  great  victor  from  the  walls  of  Troy, 
To  Argos  once  again  we  welcome  give  ! 
Our  hearts  have  been  upon  the  Trojan  strand 
For  ten  long  weary  years. 

Our  eyes  grown  dim  with  straining  for  thy  flame. 
Anon  there  came  from  out  the  eastern  sky 
Birds,  with  the  stains  of  blood  upon  their  wings, 
Croaking  their  evil  as  they  passed  above. 
On  every  breeze  dark  boding  rumours  came. 
That  chilled  our  hearts  and  blighted  all  the  days. 
For  us,  who  pictured  all  the  sights  of  war — 
The  tented  field,  the  bloody  ravening  wolves, 
And  all  the  hounds  of  prey  around  thee  there ! 
Such  griefs  the  royal  house  hath  borne,  that  joy 
Lay  like  a  heavy  curse  upon  the  land  ! 
But  now  the  horrid  pall  of  night  has  gone, 
And  the  great  sun  doth  beam  upon  us  all. 

Now  do  griefs  forgeries  lie  all  unmasked, 
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And  all  the  bitter  waiting's  past  and  gone. 
Behold  our  Love,  and  all  our  loyalty. 
Come,  Agamemnon,  to  thine  own  again  ; 
We  give  you  welcome  on  this  sacred  ground  ! 

[Shonts  of  Hail,  Agamemnon  !] 
Ag.     Daughter  of  Leda,  and  our  Royal  Queen  ! 
That  all  the  gods  did  fight  for  us,  'tis  true ! 
True,  that  the  Trojans  fell  unto  our  arms, 
And  Agamemnon  to  his  home  returns, 
Safe  from  the  dart  and  spear,  safe  from  the  seas, 
Safe  from  the  hidden  hand  of  treachery ; 
But  he  is  not  a  god  for  flattery. 
Your  welcome  has  the  grace  of  rhetoric, 
Which  weighs  but  heavy  on  a  soldier's  heart. 
Keep  flattery  for  the  gods,  who  smiled  on  us  ; 
I,  who  am  mortal,  live  but  in  your  hearts. 

\to  the  Soldiers  and  People.     Shouts.] 
Kind  Heaven  has  blest  us  in  our  enterprise, 
And  led  our  wandering  steps  back  to  these  walls, 
And  we  do  thank  thee  all  in  this  glad  hour. 
Let  these  be  feasted. 

{to  Cassandra)  This  is  Priam's  child ! 
A  royal  captive  and  our  fairest  spoil 
From  out  the  Trojan  lands — her  fate  hath  willed  ; 
She  serve  us  well,  yet  know  the  conqueror's  heart 
Doth  show  its  purpose  best  in  gentle  ways ! 
Give  her  a  welcome  as  her  state  demands 
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And  look  upon  her  fate  with  tenderness. 

[ascends  the  throne.'] 
Dwellers  in  Argos !  let  this  be  proclaimed 
A  day  of  freedom,  and  of  royal  grace  ! 
Unloose  the  prisons — let  the  slaves  go  free ! 
I  would  have  laughter  round  me  everywhere ! 
And  thus  the  song  of  mirth  shall  fill  the  land — 
The  land,  the  sea — the  sea  unto  the  winds, 
And  the  winds  blow  it  all  about  the  world  ! 
Am  I  your  king  ?     [Hail,  Agamemnon  !  hail !] 

And  yet  we  all  are  men  ! 
Think,  feel,  see,  taste,  and  bear  our  burdens,  all. 
To  each  of  us  this  rushing  tide  of  life, 
Which  snapped  asunder  when  we  went  away, 
Comes  bounding  with  a  fuller  richness  now, 
Back  into  our  hearts  that  longed  again  for  home ! 
The  gods  are  kind,  and  this  proud  land  of  Greece 
Stands  with  its  whiteness  in  the  purple  sea ! 
Come,  banish  care !  {descefiding)  and  let  the  echoes 

ring    . 
Down  to  the  curtained  day !  \A II file  out.] 

(to  Clytemnestra.)     I   would   be   left  alone  to 

roam  at  will, 
To  touch  these  walls  again,  to  smell  the  flowers  ; 
For  I  have  quite  forgot  how  sweet  they  are. 
Let  me  go  clasp  the  old  trees  once  again, 
And  listen  to  the  birds  ;  drink  once  again 

C 
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At  my  life's  fountains  !  Vso^'^^S  to  LaertES.] 

Laertes,  this  dishonour's  worse  than  death  ! 
Clyt.     We     pray    thee,    as    thy    royal    state 
demands. 
To  tread  the  purple  on  thy  ent'ring  here ! 

Ag.     I  will  obey  !  but  where's  our  cousin  true  ? 
Clyt.     He   doth   await    you    in    the    Banquet 

Hall  ! 
Ag.     Come,  then,  to  mirth  and  revelry ! 

[Exeunt  omnes.     Chorus  repeated.^ 


Scene  H 
A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
[Front  Scene.'\ 
Enter  ORESTES  and  PylADES. 
Or.     Didst    mark    the    traitor,    how    he    kept 
apart  ? 
Never  a  welcome — he  was  honest  there, 
And  whilst  my  father  moved  among  his  friends, 
These  two  had  fallen  to  whispering  and  signs. 
I  have  a  fear  there's  treachery,  even  now ! 
Py.     What  treachery  so  Agamemnon's  here  ! 
«J         Or.     But  we  will  press  him  close,  this  cunning 
fox, 
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Thine  eye  and  mine,  take  watches  on  his  face ! 
We'll  play  the  spy  upon  his  inmost  thoughts, 
P'or  in  the  lighted  hall,  amidst  the  feast, 
When  the  wine  passes,  and  the  jests  go  round, 
There  is  no  mask  on  falsehood's  baneful  brow  ; 
The  villain  will  relapse  into  his  thoughts, 
And  all  the  matter  current  in  his  mind 
Shall,  'gainst  his  will,  lie  patent  in  his  face ! 
And   to   one   skilled,  there's    much   that   can    be 

gained. 
Therefore,  my  friend  and  honest  counsellor, 
We  two  will  play  the  shadow  to  his  mind, 
And  follow  him  upon  his  swift  intent, 
Or  when  he  drinks  or  sups,  or  walks  abroad. 
Or  with  the  Senators,  or  at  the  games, 
Never  to  leave  ^Egisthus  to  himself! 
Swear  it,  to  me,  upon  my  Father's  sword  !  ^ 

Py.     I  swear  by  Jove,  and  all  the  mighty  gods, 
To  dog  his  steps  as  faithful  as  a  hound  ! 

YTJuinder?^ 

Enter  AGAMEMNON. 

Ag.     What  was  the  thunder  ?    Hast  thou  sworn 

an  oath? 
Or.     My  friend  hath  sworn  to  be  my  friend  till 

death. 
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Ag.     There's    nothing    nobler    in    this    selfish 
world ! 
Give  me  your  hand,  good  Pylades.     Hark  ye, 
I  had  a  friend  once,  in  my  early  years, 
Who  was  my  second  self  and  echoed  me, 
Propped  up  my  weaknesses,  and  made  me  strong. 
Stood  by  me,  on  the  forefront  of  the  world, 
Cheered  on  my  enterprises,  rose  with  me. 
But  with  the  cruel  years,  there  came  a  thief 
Who  stole  into  the  home  that  friendship  built 
And  broke  my  casket  ope,  and  stole  my  jewel ! 
Oh,  worse  than  blood,  such  sacrilege  as  this ! 
A  man  should  be  a  beast,  and  herd  with  swine, 
That  desecrates  the  honour  of  a  friend  ! 

Or.     Father,  I  name  yEgisthus  as  the  thief! 

Ag.     Let   not  his    name  fly  to   and  fro   these 
courts. 

Or.     Ail  name  him  thus  ! 

Ag.  Laertes  said  as  much. 

Or.     Give  me  thy  charge  to  challenge  him  to 
this, 
And  stay  the  tongue  of  slander  round  our  house. 
Shall  he  not  die? 

Ag.  No,  no,  no  blood  ;  to-day. 

Or.     Father,  we  all  demand  justice  be  done ! 

Ag.     I'll  have  no  blood  to-day  ;  he  may  repent. 
I've  had  enough  of  blood.     Again,  no  word 
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Unto  thy  mother  Clytemnestra. 

Or.     Oh,  name  her  not, 

Ag.  {zvariiily).  Boy  !  you  should  honour  her 

While  I  do  call  her  wife  !     Whatever  wrong 
She  seem  to  thee  to  have  encountered  here, 
Her  damned  cousin  hath  but  put  on  her  ! 
Had  you  but  known  her  in  the  early  days, 
Hermione  would  speak  to  thee  in  vain  ! 
All  these  ten  years  upon  the  lonely  field. 
Her  virtues  rose  before  me  double-tongued, 
And  all  the  old  remembrances  have  coiled 
Their  mystic  network  round  about  my  heart — 
That  to  pluck  all  these  out,  were  but  to  die ! 
Never  the  promise  of  this  sweet  return  ! 

Or.     My  father ! 

Ag.  But  thy  Hermione — tell  me 

of  her  ! 

Or.     I  loved  Hermione  in  other  days, 
Until  that  Pyrrhus  snatched  her  from  my  heart. 

Ag.     Pyrrhus  is  home  again,  and  brings  with  him 
Andromache,  whom  he  has  made  his  wife. 

Or.     Andromache !  the   gods   be    thanked    for 
that! 

Ag.     When  Menelaus  gave  Hermione 
Unto  young  Pyrrhus,  he  was  not  aware 
She  had  already  given  you  her  love ; 
Pyrrhus  came  late  unto  the  Trojan  war. 
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I 

And  won  his  way  in  Menelaus'  train,  I 

For  which  Hermione  was  given  to  him.  i 

I  see  her  now,  in  her  proud  bearing  too,  j 

Drawing  herself  with  queenly  dignity —  I 

"  My  heart  is  for  Orestes,  and  none  else  I 

Shall  wed  Hermione,  but  death  and  him  !"  \ 

Or.     Oh,  said  she  thus,  the    noble   beauteous  ] 

maid  ?  ■ 

Is  Menelaus  then  returned  from  Troy  ?  ■ 

Ag.     That  can  I  tell  not,  for  the  ships  parted,  ^ 

But  Pyrrhus  is  returned  to  Thracia  now,  ] 
And  proud  Hermione  was  in  his  train. 

And  I  did  hear  she  spoke  Orestes'  name,  1 

VThat  he  would  come  with  speed,  and  rescue  her !  . 

Or.     She  is  in  danger !     Father,  I  will  go,  \ 

But  not  upon  the  night  that  gives  thee  back.  « 

Ag.     'Twere  well  to   speed    thee,  ere  the  bird  I 

hath  flown ;  j 
If  Menelaus  be  not  returned,  she'll  fly 

To  some  retreat,  and  think  you  love  her  not.  \ 

Or.     Father,  you  rack  my  heart   with  double  ; 

strings  ;  j 
You  do  not  scent  the  dangers  round  you  here. 
Ag.     What  dangers,  boy,  here  ?     Dangers,  did 
you  say  .-• 
Dangers  are  past ;  we  are  within  our  home. 
\y           Or.     Beware  yEgisthus. 
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Ag.     Boy,  I  could  crush  him  thus. 
Rest  well  contented — I  have  no  fears  now. 
But  take  thy  speedy  way  to  Sparta's  strand 
And  win  thy  willing  bride  ;  so  shall  we  have 
A  double  coming  in  this  Argive  land. 

Or.     And  thou,  good  comrade,  wilt  thou  join 
me  too } 

Py.     If  I  can  serve  thee,  why,  of  course  I  will. 
Let  me  but  say  farewell  to  one  I  love. 

Or.     Electra  is  within  the  Bower  House ; 
There  will  I  join  thee  ere  an  hour  has  sped. 

[Exii  Pylades.] 

Ag.     Go  take  thy  passage,  all  impatient  boy. 
Remember  Helen,  and  the  fate  of  Troy. 

Or.     Farewell,  my  father.     When  I  come  again 
We'll  have  rejoicings  over  all  the  plain. 
The  lost  restored,  Hermione  shall  bring 
New  crowns  of  blessings  to  Macena's  king.    [£^owj;.] 

Ag.     Come,  kiss  thy  mother  ere  thou  take  thy 
leave. 
I  must  prepare.     Orestes,  come,  good  night. 
If  on  the  seventh  day  thou  com'st  not  back, 
I  will  adjudge  thee  laggard  ;  but,  till  then. 
Farewell,  my  boy,  and  may  Jove  shelter  you  ! 
Come,  see  thy  mother  once  before  you  go. 

[exei/^iL] 


ORESTES 


Scene  III 

Another  Room  in  the  Castle.     Curtains  at  back  and 
staircase.     Two  lamps  are  hnrning. 

Enter  ^Egisthus  and  Slave,  after  the  banquet. 

J^Q.     Where  is  the  king  ? 

Slave.  My  lord,  I  saw  him  go 

After  the  banquet  to  the  queen's  chambers. 

^G.     Enough !     Go,  bring  me  word  when  he 
returns !  \exit?^ 

Now  should  the  night  fall  swiftly  on  the  day, 
And  spread  her  mantle  o'er  the  peeping  skies; 
For  time  hath  brought  the  mountain  to  our  feet ! 
That  which  we   long  for,  plot,  and  scheme,  and 

twist 
Unto  the  current  of  our  will  and  bent, 
When  it  appears  full  ripe,  doth  startle  us. 
So  long  hath  time  been  building  up  this  peak. 
So  quickly  now  before  us  stands  it  full. 
The  gathering  night  gives  it  a  horrid  name  ! 
I  do  remember  when  I  was  a  boy, 
Some  one  had  killed  a  bird,  a  singing  bird, 
And  all  the  night  it  seemed  to  cry  to  me. 
I  could  not  sleep  ;  along  the  weary  hours, 
I  went  out  in  the  air,  and  'twas  the  wind 
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Sighing  amongst  the  trees.     So  back  to  bed, 

Like  some  great  guilty  thing,  slinking  from  sight. 

It  is  to-night !     While  Agamemnon  sleeps 

That  sleep  from  whence  no  more  awaking  comes. 

Oh,  horrible,  most  horrible,  it  seems ! 

He  looked  at  me  to-night,  amidst  the  feast, 

As  if  he  did  forgive  me  all  the  past, 

And  longed  to  take  me  to  his  arms  again. 

"  To-morrow,"  said  he,  "  we  will  see  thee  more." 

Oh,  when  to-morrow's  sun  shall  gild  the  east, 

And  wake  the  grey-robed  choristers  of  morn, 

And  all  the  trembling  beauty  of  the  land 

Rolls  to  these  walls,  to  greet  its  victor-king, 

Where     shall     the     stricken     hearts     go     hide  ? 

Enough  ; 
Let  me  not  look  beyond  !     Am  I  a  man  ? 
Sprung  from  the  loins  of  kings,  far  famed  in  war  ; 
Have  smitten  many  a  foe  upon  the  field, 
Been  drunk  with  blood,  and  slept  the  better  on't. 
And  shall  I  fall  a  questioning  this  deed  ? 

[/ooks  out] 
That  is  her  chamber  ;  how  I  know  it  well ! 
Barred    from    its   passage    now !     No,   beauteous 

queen  ; 
Thou  art  the  star  of  all  my  wildest  dreams. 
One  short  sharp  blow,  and  then  the  bonds  are  free, 
And  I  can  clasp  thee  in  these  arms  again  ; 
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Feel  thy  warm  heaving  bosom  close  to  mine, 
And  watch  that  panting  breath  grow  quiet  again  ! 
And  men  will  call  me  king !     It  shall  be,  yes  ! 
Come  quickly,  fated  hour,  and  quickly  pass ! 
King  Agamemnon  sleeps,  loaded  with  wine ; 
Drunk  with  the  joys  of  his  august  return. 
His  trusting  heart  suspects  not  falsehood  here  ; 
Now  might  I  do  the  deed  !     If  it  were  ripe, 
This  very  moment  I  am  nerved  and  strong, 
My  sinews  firm,  and  all  my  joints  compact. 
'Twas  thus  I  felt  when,  in  old  Tuscany, 
I  slew  the  guard  before  the  Pythian  gate ! — 

[hesitating.'] 
And  yet,  were  it  not  better  to  have  bribed 
Some  fiend  of  blood,  to  do  the  bloody  deed  ? 
Nor  heap  indignity  on  royal  heads, 
Nor    stain   these    hands   with   a   near    kinsman's 

blood? 
There  are  a  hundred  such  among  the  scum 
That  fatten  on  these  thriving  pastures  here. 
The  thing  attracts  me.     Hark  !     A  woman's  step  ! 
'Tis  Clytemnestra  !     She  will  make  me  strong. 

[Enter  Electra.] 

If  now  the  bloody  deed  were  past  and  done ! 

El.     Who   speaks   aloud   of  bloody  deeds   to- 
night ? 
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^G.     Electra,   where's    thy    mother  ?      I    have 
here 
Some  question  of  the  household  she  must  have. 

El.     My  mother  is  with  Agamemnon  now. 
What  is  the  business  that  disturbs  their  peace  ? 
Mg.     Child,    there    are   many   state   affairs    in 
which 
Our  lots  are  bound,  wherein  she  counsels  me 
With  her  great  wisdom  and  her  aptitude. 
Why,  truant,  thou  hast  grown  quite  pale  and  sad. 
'Tis  ever  thus  when  Venus  rules  the  heart. 
I  saw  thy  Pylades — a  noble  youth. 

El.     Give  me  the  matter  ;  let  me  carry  it, 
Perchance,    when    I    shall    take    my   last   "good 
night." 
/Eg.     Give  her  this  packet,  then,  and  bid  her 
write. 
I  will  await  her  message  here.     Good  night. 

[Exi^  Electra.] 
She  has  disturbed  and  weakened  my  resolve. 
How   brave   she   looked,  how  fiercely  shone   her 

eyes, 
Like  some  proud  eagle  watching  o'er  its  brood  ! 
Yet  she  hath  borne  no  children — she's  a  child. 
Oh,  hence,  ye  mocking  spirits  of  the  night ! 
I'll  think  no  more  till  Clytemnestra  come. 

\t]irowing  open  the  windozu  .'] 
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Here  is  some  air,  new  blown  from  off  the  hills. 
Yonder's  a  star,  a-down  the  west,  blood  red. 
Hark  !  'tis  a  cry  of  pain  !  some  hawk  at  prey. 
Oh,  close  the  casement !  all  the  world's  in  blood ! 
Blood  in  the  darkened  skies,  blood  in  the  fields. 
Blood  on  my  hands !    Shall  nothing  then  be  clean  ? 

[Enter  Cassandra,  with  a  note.] 

Cass,  {giving  the  ?iote).     From  the  Queen. 

^G.  {reading).  "  The  king  is  sleeping  ;  watch  my 
window  close. 
One  taper  burns  there  now ;  when  this  goes  out. 
Two  lights  will  burn,  both  red — the  time  is  come  ! 
Then  enter  thou  ;  I  have  the  weapons  here. 
We  must  not  fail.     It  shall  be  done  to-night." 

JEg.     Thou   art   the   captive   daughter    of    the 
King  > 

Cass.     The  same,  my  lord. 

JE.G.     Cassandra  !  prophetess,  or  witch,  or  both  ? 

Cass.     I    have   foretold    the    future,   by   some 
means. 

Mg.     Enough  ;  then  tell  me  of  this  royal  house. 

Cass.     What  is  this  place  ? 

Mg.     The  house  of  the  Atreidae  ! 

Cass.     Atreidae  !   Then  the  eye  of  murder's  here. 
It  is  the  cry  of  children  at  the  board. 
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Pyrestes  calls  for  blood  ;  the  King  will  die  ! 
Art  thou  its  King  ? 

^G.     Not  yet. 

Cass,     Then  let  thy  foul  ambition  pause  awhile, 
The    King    is    he    whose    brow    the    sun    hath 

kissed, 
Great  Agamemnon,  conqueror  of  Troy, 
Who  bore  me  to  these  realms,  a  captive  slave. 

y^G.     Captive  no  longer  if  thou  listen  to  me. 
The  King  has  feasted,  sated  now  with  wine, 
If  we  could  say  he  sleeps  a  certain  sleep. 
Past  all  awaking,  who  would  be  the  King  ? 
I,  I,  ^gisthus,  that  am  standing  here. 
When  with  the  crown  upon  my  brow,  thy  fate 
Should  rise  with  mine,  and  thou — thou  thyself  be 

free, 
As  fits  the  royal  daughter  of  a  king. 

Cass.     I  am  indeed  the  daughter  of  a  king, 
King  of  an  alien  state ;  no  more  a  king. 
Yet  still  a  king — king  of  a  kingly  heart. 
Which  chains  cannot  enthral,  nor  victors  bind ! 
Is  it  because  the  tide  of  fate  hath  turned 
The  royal  purple  to  a  captive's  robes  ; 
Is  it  because  a  warrior's  shield  is  lost. 
And  all  his  house  have  fallen  from  its  place, 
That  thus  a  child  of  his,  whom  fortune's  bane 
Has  made  a  royal  slave,  should  be  a  slave 
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In  heart,  and  will,  and  deed — a  baseborn  slave, 
To  hack,  and  lie,  and  murder  at  command, 
As  cut-throats  do  for  sordid  gain  or  spoil  ? 
/Eg.     Thou  art  a  slave. 

Cass.     Hear  me,  proud  Grecian,  what  the  gods 
allow 
That  will  I  bear  with  patient  fortitude. 
Resolved  to  serve  with  faithfulness  and  truth. 
But  if  thou  think'st  it  fitting  to  the  gods 
To  play  the  traitor  in  the  house  of  him 
Who  gives  me  shelter  from  the  world  around, 
Respects  my  honour  and  my  father's  name, 
I  tell  thee,  Trojan  women  brook  not  this. 
Honour  for  honour,  loyal  to  the  last ! 
Freedom  may  be  redeemed  by  faithfulness, 
But  not  with  baseness,  nor  with  treachery. 
/Eg.     Hold,  woman,  on  my  life  ! 

\soliloqtiizmg\  Why,  what  is  this  ? 
I've  gone  too  far  with  her ;  it  is  not  well 
She  should  walk  freely  with  these  guilty  thoughts. 
Thou  art  a  prophetess  ? 

Cass.     Thus  in  my  own  land  do  they  honour  me. 

/Eg.     What  saidst  thou  of  the  King  ? 

Cass.     The     King   will     die — wouldst    be    his 

murderer  ? 
/Eg.     Woman,  you  goad  me  !     Thou  art  false,  I 
say. 
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Cass.      Look  in  my  eyes — arc  they  not   clear 
as  truth  ? 
Sec,  do  I  quake  and  tremble  like  a  reed, 
Or  am  I  firm,  unfearing,  fronting  you  ? 
See,  see,  your  eyes  are  wild  and  full  of  fear, 
Your  step  uncertain,  and  your  halting  words. 
You — you — some  demon  is  possessing  you. 
You  would  be  false ;  there's  treason  in  your  looks  ! 

/Eg.  {drazving  sivord).       Silence,    foul    mouth, 
ere  I  cut  out  thy  tongue  ! 
It  is  because  this  King  hath  won  thy  love. 
And  thou  hast  found  him  to  thy  liking,  true, 
That  thy  glib  tongue  clamours  so  loudly  here. 

Cass.     Proud  lord,  thou  liest,  with  thy  coward's 
taunt ; 
My  name  is  yet  unsullied  as  the  gods. 
Now  do  I  know  thee  base.     The  King  shall  learn 
Where  stands  the  honour  of  his  courtiers. 
Ho,  there  within,  traitors  are  at  the  door ! 
What,  Guards,  ho  ! 

[^GISTHUS  kills  /icr.] 
/Eg.     Then  die  thou  first. 


Enter  Clytemnestra  {zji  her  night  robes). 

Clyt.     What  is  this  hideous  noise  ? 
Shut  fast  the  door  ;  I'll  send  some  slaves  !      \exiti\ 
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Cass.    Oh,  bloody  deed  upon  the  threshold  here, 
And  thou,  live  on  accursed  till  thy  doom  ! 
Speed,  speed,  Orestes,  to  avenge  his  death  ! 
Orestes  comes,  and  Clytemnestra  falls, 
^gisthus  falls,  only  Orestes  lives  !      Orestes  ! 

[dies.] 

Enter  Slaves. 

.^G.     Take  this  thing  hence  !  The  slave  hath 
angered  us  ! 
This  is  a  night  of  blood,  and  I  am  sick 

[Slaves  bear  the  body  of  Cassandra  outi\ 
Of  all  this  work,  and  should  have  been  asleep, 
But  murder  frightens  sleep.    There's  no  more  sleep 
Until  this  deed  be  done.     There  is  the  light ! 

[looking  out  of  the  ^u^ndow^^ 
I'll  go  and  plead  with  Clytemnestra  now  ; 
Tell  her  of  this  Cassandra's  prophecy, 
And  bid  her  loose  me  from  my  vow  to-night. 
I've  had  enough  of  blood.  [^;irzV.^GiSTHUS.] 

After  a  paiise^  enter  Electra  stealthily. 

Elec.     The  slave  Cassandra,   hath   she  passed 
this  way  .-' 
No  one  astir,  and  I  should  be  asleep, 
But  that  I  dreamed  some  horrid  fate  befel. 
And  then  my  Pylades,  before  me,  dead  ! 
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This  poor  Cassandra  is  a  prophetess, 
And  reads  the  future  with  unerring  eye, 
And  she's  a  king's  daughter  ! 

Enter  Clytemnestra. 

Clyt.     He  has  grown  coward !    Ha !    Electra, 
girl! 
What  is  thy  wooing  at  this  midnight  hour  ? 

El.     Mother,  I   could   not   sleep,   and    in    my 

dream 

Clyt.     Back  to  thy  chamber,  girl,  and  bar  thy 

door  ! 
El.     Mother,  I  fear  some  evil  to  our  house. 
Clyt.     What  evil,  girl  ? 
El.  The  night  wind  howleth 

loud. 
Clyt.     Then  let  it  howl ;    go,  get  thee  to  thy 
bed. 
[Electra  goes  to  kiss  Clytemnestra. 
Clytemnestra  stajids  transfixed  like 
a  statue.     Electra  goes  ont,  looking 
at  her  fixedly^ 
Clyt.    {after  a  pause).      Now   hath   she  gone. 
Now  shall  the  deed  be  done  ! 
.^gisthus  hath  grown  coward  at  the  last. 
'Tis  I  must  do  it — Clytemnestra,  I. 

D 
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Hark  !  who  was't  called  my  name  ?  Here,  these 
will  do !  \taking  two  daggers^ 

Iphigenia !     Iphigenia ! 

At  last  I  shall  avenge  thy  sacrifice. 

Come,  come,  this  way !  firm  knit,  this  way  !  'tis 
done.  \exit?[ 


Enter  y^GISTHUS  stealthily. 

yEG.     Now  is   she   at   it — not  a  sound  within. 

\listenmg?\ 
Incomparable  woman  !  this  is  she  ! 


Enter  Clytemnestra  ivith  the  two  daggers ;  dashes 

tJievi  down. 

Clyt.    There,  take  the  weapons,  hide  them  in 
the  earth, 
Deep,  deeper  than  the  grave  ! 

^G.     Is  the  King  dead  ? 

Clyt.     Coward  !  the  King  is  dead  ! 
Ask  me  of  nothing  ?     Did  he  speak,  or  sigh  ? 
How  looked  he  ?     Was  he  foaming  at  the  mouth  "i 
Where  didst  thou   strike  him  ?     Oh,  ye  fiends  of 

Hell, 
All  this  will  ring  about  me  till  I  die ! 
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-^G.     Come,  Clytemnestra,  now  thy  King  shall 

reign ! 
Clyt.     Oh,  monster,  leave  me  !   Dost  thou  hear 
me  ?     Go ! 
YExit  ^GisTHEs  sloivly.  Clytemnestra 
stands  erect,  pointing?^ 


[End  of  Act  I] 


ACT    II 

SCENES   I  TO  III 


I 


ACT   II 

Scene  I 

Exterior  of  temple  at  Delplu,  luith  a  vieio  of  the 
town  on  one  side  of  Mount  Parnassus,  over 
which  the  sun  is  seen  rising. 

A  Priest  and  a  mnnber  of  people  bearing 
offerings  kneeling  before  the  facade ;  chant- 
ing heard  luithin ;  "  Hymn  to  the  Sun,"  at 
the  e7id  of  zohich  curtains  draivn  aside,  and 
procession  of  Priests  and  Priestesses  pass  out 
and  down  the  hill,  cJiantitig. 

Clotids  of  i?tcense  issue  from  the  temple. 

The  various  zvorshippers  deposit  floral  offer- 
ings and  depart. 

1  Pr.     Marked  you  the  clouds  at  daybreak  ? 

2  Pr.     Ere  darkness  broke  I  climbed  the  loftiest 

peak 
That  stretches  eastward,  and  mine  ears,  awake, 
Listening,  athirst  for  any  human  sound 
Which  to  these  dizzy  heights  the  fitful  wind 
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■i 

Gathers  from  each  sad  quarter  of  the  vale,  1 

Waitnig  the  day  to  break.  | 

1  PR.     Well  ?  ] 

2  Pr.     There  came  a  mingled  cry  from  Sparta's  | 

Hall,  ^ 

And  sounds  of  woe  from  far  Mycena's  coast.  | 

1  Pr.     How  broke  the  day,  in  crimson  or  with  \ 

gold .?  i 

2  Pr.     The  skies  were  all  blood-red.  ] 
I  Pr.     Then  is  the  portent  bloody, 

Both  to  the  Spartan  Land  and  Argos  too.  I 

I  Pr.     Yet  shall  Apollo  send  deliverance 
Unto  his  true  and  faithful  worshippers ! 


Enter  Secret  Messenger. 

I  Pr.     Your  news? 

Mess.     Machserus  cometh  not. 

1  Pr.     Then  is  he  bound  for  Sparta,  o'er  the 

plains ! 

2  Pr.     For  Sparta  ! 

1  Pr.     Pyrrhus,  the  son  of  Achilles,  from  Troy 
Hath  long  returned,  and  with  no  sacrifice ! 
Bolstered  with  pride  and  drunk  with  victory, 

He  hath  despised  our  temple  and  the  god  ! 

2  Pr.     Then    shall  he  be    allowed  to  live  and 

boast  ? 
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I  Pr.     Machaerus  hath  his  fate  ! 
{to  Messenger)  Go  wait  for  his  return,  and  speed 
with  news. 
Mess.     There  are  two  pilgrims  coming  on  the 
plains  ; 
One  is  Orestes— Agamemnon's  son.  \exlt^^ 

1  Pr.     Orestes  !     It  is  well— he  shall  be  sped  ! 

2  Pr.      The   sun  is  darkening  ;  see  the  Furies 

speed,  {looking  off.] 

As  at  the  mention  of  Orestes'  name  ! 

[Priests  enter  temple.    Darkens,  stormy.] 

Enter  Orestes  and  Pylades. 

Or.     Hail,    hail,    thrice    hail,    Apollo's    awful 
shrine ! 
Mysterious  Delphi,  where  the  gods  abide  ! 
The  very  air  around  thy  citadel 
Breathes  with  a  sweetness  which  the  world  knows 

not. 
Come,  Pylades,  bring  we  our  offerings. 
We  have  a  righteous  cause,  and  tho'  the  way 
Lead  round  th'  encircling  earth,  the  end  is  sure. 
And  all  the  schemes  and  plots  of  mortal  men 
Are  shaped  and  rounded  by  a  higher  law. 
Show  me  the  way  to  purge  this  madness  out, 
And  give  me  patience  to  endure  the  trial. 
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Only  the  gods  are  patient,  and  can  wait ; 
We  little  demagogues  but  speed  the  curse, 
Bring  fuel  to  the  burning,  dig  our  graves, 
Defeat  our  special  purpose.     Pylades, 
Dost  think  a  man  is  killed  by  circumstance? 

Py.     a  man  is  often  made  by  circumstance. 

Or.     'Tis  false !   He  watches  how  the  currents 
serve, 
And  takes  the  foremost  as  it  fits  his  mood ! 
Thus  doth  a  strong  mind  warp  the  circumstance 
Unto  its  purpose,  and  anon  should  be, 
Not  veered  by  every  shifting  wind  that  blows, 
Now  lying  in  shallows,  now  the  open  sea ; 
But  a  great  master  mariner,  who  steers 
With  helm  and  sail-cloth,  wooing  every  breeze, 
In  league  with  every  star  that  shines  at  night, 
Ploughing  the  track  in  spite  of  circumstance — 
So  shall  he  pace  the  deck  of  his  frail  bark. 
Treading  the  billowy  waves  beneath  his  feet. 
Or  storm  or  fair,  he  uses  all  the  winds. 
Rides  gaily  on  from  sea  to  farthest  coast, 
And  makes  the  sea  his  slave  ;  laughs  at  its  gales. 
And  marks  the  wrecks  that  lie  along  the  shore — 
Creatures  of  circumstance  !     No,  Pylades, 
We  will  obey  the  dictates  of  the  gods. 
And  face  these  ills,  but  with  a  conqueror's  heart — 
No  slave  to  circumstance  ;  we  rule,  not  they ! 
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Pv.     What  will  the  Oracle? 

Or.     I  know  not  if  its  magic  doors  enfold 
Some  doom  tremendous,  or  some  heavy  task  ; 
But  this  I  know,  before  we  farther  trend. 
We'll  pay  our  duty  to  the  mighty  god — 

\TJie  Pythoness  appears  at  the  door.'] 
So  shall  our  enterprise  be  doubly  blessed, 
And  all  this  gathering  gloom  that  dogs  our  path- 
Storms  on  the  plain  and  darkening  shadows  here — 
Be  swept  away.     Ever  the  din  of  tempests  ; 
Ever  we  have  to  plough  our  furrowed  way 
Through  these  dread  forces  that  beset  us  round ! 
Therefore  we  seek,  on  Delphi's  awful  steep, 
Apollo's  guidance,  who  shall  lead  us  on, 
Strike  sunlight  round  our  path,  and  drive  afar 
These  hurtling  storms  into  the  wilderness. 

Py.     See  where  they  come  ! 

Enter  from  the  Temple  three  Priests. 

I  Pr.     What  would  ye  at  Apollo's  sacred  shrine  ? 

Or.     I  am  Orestes — Agamemnon's  son. 
My  father  from  the  Trojan  War  hath  come,      .  / 
And  for  his  safety  bring  we  thankfulness  ! 
Further,  I  would  consult  the  Oracle 
To  seek  the  daughter  of  great  Menelaus — 
Hermione,  whom  Pyrrhus  claims  for  spoil ! 
We  pray  you  grant  our  quest  and  speed  us  on — 
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On  to  the  purpose  of  the  mighty  god. 
What  is  Apollo's  will  ? 

I  Pr.     Great  Agamemnon's  son  the  gods  shall 
aid! 
Brave  must  thou  be  and  strong  to  face  thy  fate. 

Or.     I  am  my  father's  son. 

I  Pr.     Lo  !  where  the  Pythia  comes. 

\The  Pythoness  appears  at  the  door.] 

P.     Poor  wanderer  through  the  Isles  of  Greece, 
That  seekest  in  vain  a  sweet  release, 
She  whom  thou  lovest  is  afar. 
The  sisters  of  the  morning  star 
Have  given  her  refuge  from  her  fate. 
Haste  to  her  rescue,  ere  'tis  late. 
But  ere  thou  go,  list  to  the  news, 
Nor  let  thy  stricken  heart  refuse 
To  take  the  sword  of  vengeance  up, 
And  drain  it  to  the  bitter  cup. 
Thy  father  murdered  in  his  bed, 
/Egisthus  is  now  King  instead, 
And  Clytemnestra  calls  him  Lord. 
They  both  await  the  avenging  sword. 
But  for  thy  deed  the  Furies  all 
Will  vex  thee  till  thou  cast  the  thrall, 
And  win  from  far-off  Cheronese 
Diana's  image  ;  and  in  Greece, 
Established  shall  her  worship  be, 
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And  peace  and  joy  be  all  with  thee !  [exil.] 

Or.     Oh,  heaven  above,  and  all  ye  elements 
That  minister  unto  a  mind  diseased. 
Lend  me  your  service.    Let  the  black  clouds  weep — 
I  have  no  tears  to  shed — no  tears,  but  blood  ! 
My  father  dead  !     Ha !  do  not  speak  to  me, 
Not  yet.     I  have  it  not ;  let  it  come  slow, 
Like  creeping  poison  stealing  o'er  the  frame, 
Lest  like  a  sudden  blast  of  bolted  wrath 
It  hurl  me  to  the  ground,  full  stricken,  dumb  ; 

{riLsliing  to  Pylades  and  clutching  him?^ 
What  said  the  Pythia — Agamemnon  dead  ! 
Py,     {assents.) 

Or.     My  father !     Oh,  my  father,  treachery 
Lurked  at  thy  board,  and  round  thy  sacred  hearth  ! 
The  land  was  all  prepared  to  greet  its  King — 
Argives  and  senators  together  strove 
To  welcome  Troy's  great  victor.     When  his  flame 
Leapt  on  the  glad  hills  all  the  loud  land  laughed — 

\i'ejlecti7ig.'\ 
Except  my  mother  and  yEgisthus  !     Ha ! 
There,  now  it  comes  upon  me — in  his  sleep, 
Trustful  and  safe  within  his  native  home. 
The  murderer  creeps,  or  one,  or  more  than  one, 
Where  lay  the  tired  warrior,  sunk  in  sleep. 
Then  to  his  beating  heart,  ere  one  could  speak, 
The  murderous  dagger  plunged.     A  look,  a  cry. 


1/ 
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So  pitiful,  so  beautiful  in  death — 
"  Why  should  ye  kill  me  ?     I  have  loved  you  all." 
So  fell  the  night  around,  and  so  he  fell — 
Fell !  fell !     Oh,  when  the  bloody  deed  was  done 
Were  there  no  warders  by  to  stop  the  blow  ? 
Where  was  Electra — old  Laertes  too  ? 
Where  was  Orestes  ?    Pylades,  we  left 
Him  with  the  murderous  eyes  to  work  his  will. 
Oh,  fatal  error !     What  will  come  of  it  ? 
Damnable  villain  with  a  smiling  face ! 
Incestuous  beast,  that  gained  the  woman  first. 
Then  swooped  up  to  the  husband  !    Bloody  deed  ! 
Let  the  fierce  devils  rage  untimely  wrath. 
And  all  the  hounds  of  hell  track  out  his  doom  ! 
Destruction  smite  him,  with  its  fiery  blast ; 
The  curses  of  the  gods  light  on  his  path ! 
Some  action — give  me  action  !  lest  I  rave. 
And  tear  my  mind  up  from  its  natural  root, 
And  warring  madness  seize  me !     No,  not  that, 
I  am  not  mad  !     Thus  should  I  play  to  him, 
And  stay  the  hand  of  vengeance,  while  he  rides 
His  bloody  course  unbridled  and  unchecked ! 
Myself  against  myself  will  wage  a  war  ; 
Hold  all  my  powers  in  hand,  until  the  end, 
When  we  shall  need  our  courage  to  the  full. 
But  pardon  me  this  tempest  of  my  grief! 
Friend  of  my  brighter  days,  how  have  I  fallen  ! 
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Py.     And,  by  the  gods,  will  one  day  rise  again  ! 

Or.     Oh,  Pylades,  that  the  firm  earth  around 
Should  be  unmoved  at  this  dark  tale  of  woe  ! 
Give  me  your  counsel,  comrade  ;  I  am  dumb. 

Py.     'Tis  a  most  horrible  and  accursed  deed ! 

Or.     Most  horrible  ! 

Py.     Soft !    Let  me  reason  out  the  riddle  thus. 
Your  father's  dead  ! 

Or.     Oh,  cruel,  cruel  fate  ! 

Py.     Then  are  you  King  ! 

Or.     Talk  not  of  that,  but  of  my  swift  revenge  ! 

Py.     The  murderer  is  hedged  about  with  power. 

Or.     Oh,  Pylades,  each  day  shall  total  up 
My  dark  revenge,  until  the  fated  pile 
Shall  mount  Olympus  high,  and  crush  them  both. 

Py.     Hermione  awaits  your  rescue  first ! 

Or.     Hermione !    I  had  forgot  that  name. 
Oh,  Pylades,  when  these  are  stained  with  blood — 
A  woman's  blood  ! — dost  think  Hermione 
Can  wash  them  clean  again  ? — Hermione ! 
What  said  the  Oracle,  schoolfellow  ? 

Py.    That  she  had  fled  for  sanctuary 
Unto  the  sisters  of  the  Morning  Star ! 

Or.     "  Hermione,"  how  like  a  sudden  breeze 
It  breaks  upon  me,  in  this  heated  hour ! 
Pylades,  tell  me,  how  is  madness  named  ? 

Py.   Madness  is  tangled  thoughts  without  a  key. 
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Or.     I  cannot  unravel  all  these  tangled  thoughts. 

[Furies  arise] 
See,  how  they  chase  among  the  Furies  there ! 
There  is  no  method  in't,  it  is  all  awry. 
Fain  would  I  fly  to  Argos,  like  a  hawk, 
And  strike  ^gisthus  dead,  and  she  should  .  .  . 

[Furies  surround  /am.] 
See  how  these  hateful  furies  threaten  me  ! 
But  first  I  am  to  do  Diana's  quest. 
Come,  my  brave  comrade,  let  us  grip  our  strength 
And  brave  these  storms  again.     The  wind  is  high, 
And  ever  when  it  sinks,  "  Hermione  !  " 
Hermione,  that  calls  me  from  afar, 
Like  a  soft  breeze  across  the  noontide  heat. 

Py.      Thou  hast  the  key — t/iai  will  unravel  it. 

Or.     I  tell  thee  I  am  mad,  mad  with  revenge. 
O  baneful,  bloody  deed,  at  which  the  night 
Leaps  with  her  sable  robes  to  blot  it  out ! 
Hear  me,  Apollo  !  here  I  dedicate 
My  untired  steps,  to  track  the  murderer  down. 

[Furies  s/irie^.] 
Howl  on,  ye  fiendish  hags,  I  fear  not  ye  ! 
Mighty  Apollo  !  in  thine  ancient  state. 
Here  in  this  sacred  grove  receive  my  vow, 
Never  to  look  with  eyes  of  love  or  fear 
Upon  created  things,  until  I  come 
To  Argos  Hall  unto  my  great  revenge  ! 
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Kneel,  Pylades,  and  for  Electra's  sake 
Join  me,  sweet  soul ! 

Py.     I  will  not  leave  thee  now. 

Or.  Ah  !  truest  friend  ! 

What  need  I  more  from  out  this  dull  cold  earth  ? 

Enter  Priestess. 
Pr.     Hast  thou  thine  oath,  Orestes,  Pylades  ? 
Or.     Ay !  let  Apollo  hear. 

[Priestess  kneels.    Calls  APOLLO  three  times. 
Lightning  sti'ikes^ 
Pr.     Swear  "  Never  to  love  or  fear  of  mortals 
born 
Until  thy  father's  murder  is  avenged  !  " 

[Orestes  and  Pylades  repeat  together. 
The  thunder  rolls.  Stage  iniviediately 
darkened.  Furies  hoivl  and  scream,  and 
wind  is  heard.  Chorus  of  APOLLO's 
hymn.'\ 

Scene  II 

Royal  Palace  at  Sparta.     Courtyard  {outer  scene). 
Three  or  four  Guards.     Distant  music  is  heard. 

I  GUA.     Come,  rouse  thee,  Menes  !     Wilt  thou 
sleep  all  day  ?      [going  up  and  kicking  him.'] 
Why,  thou'rt  as  soft  as  any  wineskin  is. 

£ 
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3  GUA.     I'm  not  a  wineskin  ;  thou  art  meddle- 
some 
To  interrupt  my  meditations  thus. 

1  GUA.     What  were  thy  dreams  ? 

2  GuA.     I  was  among  the  gods. 

1  GUA,     The  gods  love  wine. 

2  GUA.     Therefore  I  love  the  gods. 
I  GUA.     Whom  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Priest  atid  two  Shepherds. 

Priest.     Hail  to  this  ground  ! 
We  are  three  travellers  from  the  Isles  of  Greece. 

1  GUA.    Strangers  are  oft  the  heralds  of  the  gods. 
Enter,  and  be  ye  welcome  to  these  towers. 

Pr.     What    means    these    festive    strains    and 
garlands  gay? 

I  GUA.     It  is  the  bridal  of  Hermione. 

Pr.    Hermione  !  and  canst  thou  say  with  whom? 

I  GUA.     With    Pyrrhus,   King   of  Epirus,  who 
comes 
Fresh  with  his  laurelled  victory  from  Troy. 

Pr.     When  is  the  marriage  rite  ? 

1  GUA.     To-day,  at  noon  ;  health  and  long  life 

to  them  ! 

2  GUA.     Ay,  health  and  long  life  to  them  ! 

[offers  cup.] 
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Health  and  long  life  !  \<.lrinks?^ 

Pr.     Bring  us  unto  the  King. 

\exit  zvith  two  Guards.] 

1  GUA.     Stir  up,  old  bibulous  ! 
Didst  mark  these  messengers  ? 

2  GuA.     r  faith,  not  I  ;  I  am  but  half  awake, 
And  all  the  mystic  music  of  the  gods 

Runs  like  nepenthe  through  my  sluggish  veins  ! 

1  GUA.     Thou  canst  not  even  wag  thy  clumsy 

tongue. 
A  truce  to  drinking  ;  there  is  much  abroad. 
That  was  Mach^rus,  great  Apollo's  priest. 
How  wanders  he  so  far  from  Delphi's  steep  ? 
Rouse  up  thy  manhood  ;  we  shall  want  our  wits. 

[looking  off^ 

2  GUA.     Manhood — manhood  !     my   manhood's 

very  dry  ; 
It  hath  a  parching  thirst.     Give  me  the  skin. 

[drinks.'] 
Now  for   my  manhood !       Which  way  went   the 

foe? 
The  gods  love  wine,  and  thus  the  gods  are  brave  ; 
I,  like  the  gods,  love  wine,  and  I  am  brave. 
He,  then,  that  would  be  brave  needs  must  drink 

wine  ; 
The  more  he  drinks  the  braver  shall  he  be. 

[drinks  ] 
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That's  logic  ! 

1  GuA.     Look   where  they  seek  the  King  and 

Pyrrhus  too  !  [looking  offi] 

There's  mischief  in  the  air  ;  we  must  keep  close. 
Come,  comrade,  follow  me,  this  way — this  way ! 

[exitl\ 

2  GUA.     Hold,  where's  my  wineskin  ? 

Come,  thou  old  bag  of  courage  !  \exit.'\ 

Enter  Hermione  atid  CiLisSA. 

Her.     Ten    days    have    passed — all    hope    will 
soon  have  fled  ! 
To-day  at  noon,  and  still  he  cometh  not ! 
My  eyes  grow  weary  with  these  waiting  days. 
What  saith  Cilissa  ?     Is  there  any  hope  ? 

CiL.    Hope  lives  while  yet  a  little  hour  remains; 
The  day  is  young,  and  o'er  the  smiling  plains 
Runs  many  a  path  for  love's  swift  messengers. 

Her.     Oh,  dear  Cilissa,  all  this  fleeting  mirth 
Within  our  halls,  the  dance,  the  feast,  the  song, 
This  constant  round  of  revelry  and  sport, 
The  assembled  guests,  the  feasts  of  love  and  wine — 
It  jars  upon  me  ;  I  would  flee  away 
To  some  retreat,  some  green  secluded  shade. 
Where  music  comes  not,  and  the  gentle  flow 
Of  love  and  duty  fills  the  quiet  hours. 
But  that  they  v/ish  me  well,  my  people  see 
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The  daughter  of  their  nation,  in  her  pride, 
Decked  for  her  bridal,  and  they  strew  her  path, 
And  raise  the  festal  song,  and  bring  their  gifts. 
How  can  they  know  the  secrets  of  her  heart  ? 
One  man  is  like  another  to  the  crowd, 
So  that  he  wears  a  crown  upon  his  head. 
Pyrrhus  the  mighty,  King  of  Epirus, 
Flushed  with  his  Trojan  victories  and  his  spoils, 
"  How  glittering,  and  how  godlike  he  !  "  they  cry, 
"  Worthy  to  wed  the  fair  Hermione  !  " 
While  sad  Orestes,  bowed  beneath  the  stroke. 
No  shining  armour,  all  unknown  in  war, 
Treads  his  dark  way  alone  among  the  shades. 
Wrestles  with  unseen  foes,  and  bears  the  weight 
Of  all  that  curse  tremendous  in  its  wrath. 
Which  must  be   purged,  tho'    fear   and    madness 

swell. 
What  if  he  comes  not  ?     Some  great  spell  around 
Hath  cast  its  direful  dread  entangling  chains  ! 
Yet  oft  his  warrior  spirit  cries  aloud, 
In  the  clear  intervals,  "  Away,  ye  fiends, 
I  am  for  Sparta !  "  and  again  he  toils. 
Dear,  dear  Cilissa,  you  who  know  my  heart, 
I  would  not  be  ungrateful  to  our  friends, 
Nor  wound  my  father  in  the  smallest  thing. 
There  is  no  love  for  Pyrrhus  in  this  breast. 
And  I  were  twice  a  wanton  to  deceive. 
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CiL.     You    are    no    wanton.      Come,    and    sit  [ 

by  me.  i 

The  great  high  priest  from  Delphi's  sacred  shrine 
Hath  come  to  Sparta,  and  among  his  train  | 

Two  Argive  shepherds,  from  Orestes'  lands  ; 
They  bring  thee  news  of  him. 

Her.     Oh,  my  sweet  nurse  !  i 

CiL.     Orestes  loves  thee  still. 

Her.     I  knew!  I  knew! 
Oh,  sweet  delicious  breeze,  in  noontide  heat ! 
Oh,  cries  of  freedom  thro'  my  prison  bars  !  i 

Oh,  silent,  silver  star  beyond  the  night ! 
Dear,  dear  Cilissa,  I  could  almost  cry ;  ; 

See,  there's  a  tear  !     At  last — at  last ! 

CiL.     He  hath  a  task — a  burden  of  the  gods  ; 
Driven  through  fire  and  tempest,  must  he  go  j 

On  to  the  precipice  where  madness  lurks.  j 

With  this  high  vow  upon  him,  he  hath  sworn 
Never  to  look  with  eyes  of  love  or  fear 
On  any  mortal,  till  his  task  is  done  ! 

Her.     Then,  is  there  danger?  i 

CiL,     Not  if  he  goes  undaunted  to  the  end,  i 

With  firm  resolve,  unflinching  and  unstained.  f 

Her.     He   will  be  true!     I  know   he  will  be  i 

true !  \ 

Where  are  these  shepherds  ?     I  would  speak  with  I 

them.  i 
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CiL.     They   are   within ;    we'll   seek   them    out 
again. 
Here  comes  old  Calchias  ;  let's  seek  his  aid. 


Enter  blind  Calchias.  ] 

Her.     Good  morrow,  father  !  1 

Cal.     Who  art  thou,  sweet  one  ?  ] 

Her.     I  am  Hermione,  and  Helen's  child. 

Cal.     Then  art  thou  fair  and  beauteous  as  the 
dawn. 
But  there  are  dark  clouds  hanging  on  thy  brow  ; 
Thou  canst  not  be  unhappy,  and  so  young ! 

{^passing  his  hands  on  her.l 

Her.     I  am  unhappy.     At  the  hour  of  noon  ! 

I  am  to  wed  with  Pyrrhus. 

Cal.     Pyrrhus  of  Epirus  } 

Her.     The  same. 

Cal.     Doth  he  not  love  thee,  child  } 

Her.     No,    father ;   'tis    the  kingdom   that    he 

seeks,  ' 

And  not  Hermione.  His  heart  is  hard. 
Cruel  he  was  to  Priam,  whom  he  slew ; 
Cruel  to  poor  Andromache,  his  spoil. 
Fiery  and  bold,  and  with  a  haughty  glance, 
There  dwells  no  gentleness  within  his  breast — 
No  kindliness  sits  smiling  on  his  brow. 
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His  martial  air  bespeaks  the  conqueror, 

His  proud  unbending  will  the  tyrant's  power  ! 

Cal.     Daughter  of    Sparta,  thou   hast   rightly 
judged. 
Thy  father  thinks  upon  the  warrior's  arm, 
The  mind  to  fashion,  and  the  will  to  dare. 
Thou  art  a  woman,  and  thou  seest  the  heart. 

[faltej'hig  as  if  in  a  trance.^ 

Her.     What  seest  thou,  father  ? 

Cal.     a  bridal  group,  with   gay  flowers   gar- 
landed, 
And    laughing     children     strew    the    path    with 

flowers. 
It  is  a  triumph.     See,  the  victors  come. 
Loaded  with  spoil  and  captives  from  the  wars. 
A  canopy — the  bride — young,  beautiful, 
Yet  with  unwilling  step  she  treads  the  path  ; 
I  see  her  falter,  and  she  hesitates. 
They  pass  along ;  the  music  rolls  like  clouds 
Up  to  the  sacred  shrine,  where  stands  a  youth 
Dark  browed,  and  clad  in  robes  of  royal  state. 
With  proud  and  haughty  mien  like  to  a  god  ! 
Ha,  this  dark  cloud  before  me !  it  is  gone  ! 

Her.     What  is  it,  father  ? 

Cal.     It  is  the  web  of  time's  old  crafty  hand 
Stretching  across  the  memories  of  years. 
I  am  an  old  man,  lingering  on  the  earth, 
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Waiting  for  death  to  come. 

Her.     Look  for  me  once  again,  good  Calchias  ! 
Cal.     The    rites    are   over ;    look,   they   come 
again  ! 
It  is  Macha^rus,  great  Apollo's  priest. 
He  lifts  his  hand— ha,  see  !  the  lightning  strikes  ! 
He  falls !  a  bolt  has  struck  him  from  the  gods  ! 
There  is  no  bridal,  and  there  is  no  bride. 
Her.     His  name,  good  Calchias  ! 
Cal.     Alas,  I  know  him  not ! 
Her.     What  was  his  face  ? 
Cal.     Alas  !  the  lightning,  it  has  blinded  me ! 
I  pray  thee  let  me  go  unto  my  house. 
The  gods  protect  thee,  daughter ;  thou  art  young  ! 

[exit.] 
Her.     "  There    is    no   bridal,  and   there   is    no 
bride  !  " 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  vision,  Calchias. 
Come,  good  Cilissa,  let  us  see  these  men. 

CiL.     Courage,  sweet   mistress,  all  will  yet  be 
well ; 
Machserus  comes  to  shield  thee  from  thy  fate ! 
Her.     I  will  be  brave,  sweet  nurse,  and  nerve 
myself 
For  this  ordeal,  obedient  to  the  gods, 
True  to  my  father,  true  to  him  I  love  ; 
Beyond  all  else,  Orestes,  true  to  thee ! 
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What  can  the  old  man  mean,  if  by  the  fates 
I  fall  to  Pyrrhus,  and  the  word  is  said  ? 
Yet  have  I  left  a  refuge,  swift  as  death — 

[taking  a  Phial.'] 
This  gentle  phial  shall  waft  me  down  the  stream, 
Far  from  the  shore,  right  out  unto  the  deep ! 
Ere  Pyrrhus  shall  enfold  me  to  himself, 
I  will  drink  deep  the  nectar  from  thy  lips  ; 
Then  shall  there  be  no  bridal  and  no  bride ! 
Come,  good  Cilissa,  let  us  to  the  shrine, 
And  pay  our  true  devotions  to  the  gods  ! 

[exeunt.'] 


Scene  III 

Hall  in  Palace  of  King  Menelaus  at  Sparta.  Scene 
opeiis  with  Guests — all  feasting.  Slaves  hand- 
ing frtnt  and  wine. 

I  GUES.     Bring  me  more  wine. 
To-day  I  shall  be  wed.  [Laughter.] 

Am  I  not  fair  ?  All—         [Ay,  ay.] 

And  round  ?  {ansivering).    [Ay,  ay.] 

And  ripe  ?  [Ay,  ay.] 

Then  bring  me  wine,  for  I  will  emulate 
The  wishes  of  the  gods  this  festive  day. 
Here's  to  Hermione — the  Spartan  Rose  ! 
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All.     Hermione ! 
Daughter  of  Helen,  favoured  by  the  gods  ! 


Enter  Pyrrhus  and  his  Friends. 

I  Fr.     Hail,  happy  bridegroom,  all   the  world 

is  thine ! 
PVR.     Thanks,    comrades,  thanks ;    I  am   most 

fortunate  ! 

1  Fr.    a  cup  to  nerve  thee  for  the  great  ordeal, 
Pyr.     In  truth  it  needs  a  greater  fortitude 

To  face  a  woman  than  a  hundred  foes. 
But  what  make  you  at  Sparta,  Hercules  ? 

2  Fr.     My  Lord,  we  came  to  see  your  marriage 

rites. 
Pyr.  {to  2  Friend  aside).     It  doth  appear  I  am 
forestalled  in  this ; 
There  is  another  suitor  in  the  field — 
An  earlier  one — and  I  do  fear  his  love. 
Being  the  first,  will  outlive  such  as  mine. 
Although  I  bear  her  father's  warranty. 
2  Fr.     Who  is  this  claims  the  bride  ? 
Pyr.     Orestes,  Agamemnon's  son. 
2  Fr.     Orestes  1     And  what  says  the  lady  ? 
Pyr.   Twice  hath  she  told  me  she  stands  pledged 
to  him. 
I  have  drawn  deeply  from  the  gentle  arts, 
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And  plied  the  smoothest  rhythm  of  the  tongue  ; 
Have  used  the  tenderest  phrases  of  the  lips, 
The  pleading  of  the  eye,  the  halting  steps, 
All  to  no  purpose  ;  she's  unwilling  still. 

2  Fr.     But  you  will  wed  her  ? 

Pyr.     Ay,  even  against  the  gods  ! 

2  Fr.     And  once  she  calls  you  Lord  all  will 
be  well. 
But  here's  the  King ! 


Enter  King  with  fioitrish  of  trumpets,  etc. 

King.     Welcome  to  Sparta's  halls,  Pyrrhus,  my 
son. 
Now  that  the  clouds  of  war  have  left  our  skies. 
And  all  the  land  enjoys  the  sweets  of  peace — 
Sweets  to  the  brave — and  honours  to  the  gfods  ! 
To  thee,  our  daughter,  fair  Hermione, 
Have  we  bestowed  in  marriage,  and  to-day 
We  take  you  all  to  witness  of  our  joy. 
Pyrrhus,  tho'  late  unto  the  battle  came, 
Hath  won  his  laurels  in  many  a  brave  assault, 
For  by  my  side  he  charged  the  Trojan  hosts, 
And  when  I  fell,  he  took  his  naked  sword 
And  led  the  broken  ranks  to  victory. 
Crying,  "  For  Helen  and  the  gods  of  Greece  !  " 
There,  on  the  field,  I  promised  him  my  child, 
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And  now,  with  joy,  we  carry  out  our  will. 
Give  me  your  pledge,  "  Hermione !  " 

[All — "  Hermione."] 
Go,  one,  and  bring  my  daughter  hither. 
Meanwhile   let   music's    charms    flow    round    our 
board. 


Enter    Dancing    Girls.      Enter    Hermione    and 
Nurse.    Hermione  jrtJrtf,    Pyrrhus  ^^^j- /^ 
meet  her ,-  bows  lozv.    She  gives  her  hand ,-  he 
kisses  it.     The7i  she  goes  to  her  Father,  and 
bows. 

King.     This    sweet   obedience,   child,  becomes 
you  well. 
Whate'er  of  racking  torments  this  poor  heart 
Hath  known  too  well  of  late,  'tis  sweet  to  me. 
Thy  gentleness  and  soft  obedience 
Heals  many  a  smarting  wound,  and   brings   me 

peace. 
Come,  sit  by  me,  and  let  the  hours  trip  on, 
While  youth  and  happiness  shall  crown  the  feast. 

Her.     Father,  I  will  obey  thy  strict  command, 
And  give  my  hand  to  Pyrrhus  as  thou  sayest. 
Yet,  as  thou  knowest,  another  hath  my  heart. 

King.     Orestes — yes  ;  a  laggard  in  the  wars, 
A  warrior  who  never  came  to  fight. 
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Pyrrhus  hath  earned  a  name  upon  the  field, 
Bled  for  his  country  like  thy  father,  child ! 

Her.     I  do  not  doubt  his  bravery,  or  thy  love, 
Nor  plead  I  any  merits  of  mine  own, 
But  only  this,  that  once  a  woman's  heart 
Is  pledged  in  honour  to  the  man  she  loves, 
Henceforth  they  grow  together  through  the  years. 
Be  what  the  evils  may  that  threaten  them. 
Nor  is  there  any  other  chain  but  death 
Forged,  that  can  bind  the  freedom  of  the  heart. 
You  are  my  father,  and  without  a  word 
Can  claim  my  love  and  my  obedience. 
But  think  you  happiness  is  nought  to  me  ? 
Or  would  you  have  me  throw  my  life  away  ? 
Orestes,  stricken  down  with  grief  and  woe, 
Keeps  his  sad  vigil  at  his  father's  tomb  ; 
But  when  his  grief  has  worn  its  natural  way, 
He'll  be  himself  again  and  turn  to  me. 
He  is  my  true  love.     Father,  pity  me ! 

King.     Orestes  hath  received  my  messengers, 
And  yet  he  cometh  not.    To-day  at  noon 
Is  the  full  limit.     I  have  given  my  word. 
It  is  not  meet  the  daughter  of  a  king 
Should  sue  to  any  man.     Unless  he  comes 
Before  the  sun  hath  climbed  the  topmost  heavens, 
And  all  the  towers  clang  out  the  hour  of  noon, 
I'll  brook  no  answer — no,  nor  Pyrrhus  here. 
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Girl,  dost  thou  hear  me  ?     I  have  said — enough  ! 

[rises.] 

Her.  {{coining  dozvn)  to  Pyrrhus].    Oh,  sir,  you 
hear  the  doom  assigned  to  me  ! 
You  will  not  slave  a  maiden  'gainst  her  will  ? 
For  of  what  value  an  unwilling  slave  ? 
There  is  no  love  within  a  captive's  heart. 
They  tell  me  you  are  brave  upon  the  field, 
That  with  your  single  arm  you  fought  your  way 
Up  to  the  walls  of  Troy,  and  led  your  men. 
Cheering  to  victory — a  noble  deed  ! 
Our  Grecian  bards  shall  sing  thy  bravery, 
And  mothers  tell  the  children  at  their  knees. 
Thy  name  shall  shine  upon  the  blazoned  page, 
And  many  a  warrior  in  the  battle  shock 
Shall  gather  strength  from  all  these  glorious  deeds. 
Thou  wilt  not  from  such  lofty  soaring  height, 
Swoop,  like  an  eagle,  and  with  brutal  strength 
Seize  on  a  tender  white  Iamb  of  the  flock. 
Because  there  is  no  shepherd  to  defend, 
No  champion  to  throw  a  challenge  down ! 

Pyr.     Lady — thy  father  .  .  . 

Her.     He  has  consented — yes,  I  know  'tis  true, 
And  I  will  be  your  slave  ;  my  father  bids.  * 

He  can  command,  and  you,  too,  can  compel 
The  swift  obedience  of  a  worldly  slave  ! 
And  never  shall  you  have  a  just  complaint 
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Of  all  my  service  !     But  my  heart  is  bound. 
None  can  compel  its  limpid  streams  to  flow. 
He — he  alone,  at  whose  supreme  command 
The  fountains  broke  forth  in  their  pristine  spring, 
Whose  silence  and  whose  absence  now  seals  up 
This  trembling  breast,  as  with  an  iron  chain. 
If  so  he  comes  not  at  the  hour  of  noon, 
I  do  beseech  thee,  noble  Pyrrhus,  here, 
Another  moon,  wherein  I  may  abide, 
That  so  no  stain  shall  rest  on  thy  fair  fame, 
And  it  shall  not  be  said  a  Grecian  maid 
Appealed  to  Pyrrhus,  and  appealed  in  vain. 

PvR.     How  oft  upon  the  barren  desert  far, 
Beneath  the  stars  I've  lisped  "  Hermione ! " 
How  often,  when  the  din  of  battle  rose. 
And  'midst  the  clouds  of  blood  and  dust  that  rolled 
Like  heated  vapour  from  the  mouth  of  hell, 
A  charm  has  come  upon  me  with  thy  name ; 
And  as  the  strength  often  I've  hewn  my  way, 
With  thy  name  burning  on  my  fevered  brow, 
Ringing  above  the  battle's  music  clear, 
That  when  the  victory  came  and  death  was  past, 
I  gave  thee  thanks  who  had  preserved  my  life, 
As  tho'  some  goddess  from  the  Olympian  height 
Had  stayed  the  deadly  dart  in  its  swift  flight. 
Then,  hastening  to  these  shores,  I  came  to  thee, 
My  sweet  deliverer  and  my  beauteous  pride ! 


ORESTES  65 

Lo,  all  my  heart  is  thine,  and  thou  my  Queen ! 
I  will  not  yield  to  all  the  powers  on  earth. 

[Bells  clang  the  noon  ] 
Her.     His  words  are  strong ;  he  will  no  pity 
show. 
Hark  how  the  clanging  noon  strikes  on  the  day. 
The  hour  is  come.     Orestes,  where  art  thou  ? 
So   wrapped    in    grief,    so    maddened    with    thy 

loss, 
Thou  hast  no  thought  for  poor  Hermione ! 

\Tlie  noon  strikes.   All  wait  in  silence.    Upon 
the    last    stroke    the    King    rises    and 
Priests  enter,  and  the  bridal  procession 
is  formed,  ivhen  a  trumpet  sounds.] 
King.     Daughter,  the  hour  is  come,  the  temple 
waits ; 
Now  let  us  crown  with  joy  this  festive  day ! 

[Pyrrhus  leads  Hermione  in,  and  all  fol- 
low.    A  ba7id  of  young  Girls  chanting. 
As    bridal  procession    has   passed  out, 
trumpet  sounds  again.] 
King  (to  an  Officer).  Hark,  there  are  messengers 
without  the  gate. 
Haste  to  the  bridal.     Come,  Hermione ! 

[Hermione  listens,  but  obeys  her  father  ?[ 
Let  no  one  pass  until  we  come  again. 

{Exeunt  omnes.     Old  Calchias  left  alone.] 

F 
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Cal.     This  is  the  bridal  of  Hcrmione. 
They  lead  the  victim  to  the  sacrifice, 
And  who  shall  speak  for  her  ere  'tis  too  late  ? 
Methought  Machserus  came  to  stay  this  blow. 
I  am  an  old  man,  weak  and  useless  now. 
They  would  but  kill  me  if  I  raised  the  voice ! 
Yet,  I  remember,  in  my  earlier  days 
I  have  withstood  oppression  !     Yes,  they  will, 
They  shall   hear   Calchias !      Way  there,    by  the 
gods  !  [Guards  oppose  him.'] 

GUA.     Back,  thou  old  fool  !   thou  canst  not  pass 
my  sword. 
We  hold  this  passage.     Get  thee  to  thy  den. 

Cal.     Ha !  let  me  die  ;  I  am  a  useless  weed, 
Grown   rank   and   cumbersome.      Would    I   were 
dead. 
[MacH/ERUS  and  two  Attendants,  rushing  in.] 
Mach.     We  seek  the  King. 
Cal.     The  King  is  at  his  prayers. 
Mach.     'Tis  not  a  time  for  prayer ;    the  gods 

are  deaf. 
Cal.     Yonder  they  are  within  the  sacred  shrine. 

[Chanting  heard.] 
It  is  the  bridal  of  Hermione. 
Canst  thou  not  hear  the  chanting  of  the  hymn  ? 
Mach.     Gods  !  am  I,  then,  too  late? 
Cal.     Too  late  !  too  late ! 
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But  tell  mc  who  art  thou — Orestes  ?     No, 
Ever  the  same  ;  Orestes  cometh  not. 

Macii.     Nay,  father,  nay.     Orestes  is  not  here. 
I  am  Machaerus,  great  Apollo's  Priest. 

Cal.      {suddenly  falls  down  and  kisses  his  robe). 
Haste,  then  !    Oh,  haste  !    Hermione  is  gone 
Unto  her  burial.     Hadst  thou  come  before 
She  had  not  died — all  robed  in  purest  white. 
She  came  to  me ;  I  could  not  save  the  blow. 
I  am  an  aged  man,  my  day  is  past, 
Eternal  night  has  settled  on  my  brow. 
But  thou,  most  mighty   Priest,  thou,  thou   canst 

save. 
Ere  'tis  too  late  !    But  hark  !  they  come  again  ; 
I  hear  the  chanting.     See,  she  lives,  she  lives ! 
The  gods  be  thanked,  Hermione  still  lives ! 

{^Bridal  procession  re-enters?^ 

Re-enter  bridal  procession.     Girls  chanting  songs. 

Pyr.     My  goddess  and  my  blushing,  beauteous 

bride  ! 
Her.     Thou  art  my  lord.       I  shall  obey  you, 

sir. 
Pyr.     See,  where  thy  maidens  come  for  thee. 

Awhile 
Trust  me,  my  sweet ;  some  messengers  are  come. 
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Long  be  the  hours  that  part  us  from  to-day ! 

[Exii  Hermione  and  Ladies.] 

King.    Greeting  to  Pyrrhus  and  my  noble  son ! 
The  child  is  young,  unused  to  warrior's  ways. 
I  fear  you  love  her  roughly — none  the  less 
Will  she  be  steadfast  to  the  marriage  vow. 
And   Time,  that  ancient   leech,  will    smooth   the 
path. 

Pyr.     My  thanks,   great   Menelaus.     This   thy 
trust 
Shall  merit  its  reward  in  years  to  come. 
But  there  are  strangers  here.     Give  me  your  aid. 
And  pardon  this  intrusion  in  your  Courts. 

(To  MacH/^RUS).     I  am   that  Pyrrhus,  son  of 
Achilles. 
What  is  your  will,  my  master  ? 

Mach.     Priest  of  the  great  Apollo,  am  I  come 
To  seek  for  Pyrrhus,  and  Achilles'  son. 
The  god  demands  an  answer  to  his  will. 

Pvr,     Say  on. 

Mach.     You  are  a  man  of  violence  and  blood. 
When  Priam  to  Jove's  altar  fled  from  thee 
For  sanctuary,  you  violated  him. 
Thrice  have  you  thwarted  the  divine  decree. 
At  Delphi  you  our  sacred  house  despoiled. 
And  think  you  now  to  ride  so  proudly  on  ? 
Know  that  Hermione,  your  recent  bride, 
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Is  dedicated  to  Diana's  shrine, 

And  I  am  charged  to  bring  her  there  in  peace, 

No  wife  to  Pyrrhus  !     So  hath  Apollo  willed. 

Pyr.     Who  beards    me  thus  ?     Stay,  vain  and 
frantic  priest. 
I  fear  not  thee,  nor  all  thy  myrmidons. 
Not  Jove  himself  shalt  .  .  . 

King.     Ha,  Pyrrhus,  soft ! 

\all  amazed  and  alarmed?^ 

Mach.     Peace,  braggart.    Do  not  trifle  with  the 
gods, 
Lest    they    should    strike    thee    in    thy    boasted 

pride. 
Hear  my  commission  :  great  Apollo  bids 
You  shall  forswear  the  world  and  all  its  joys. 
To  wander  far  from  Epirus  ten  years  ; 
Renounce  Hermione,  and  Andromache 
Unto  Helenus  give,  and  he  shall  reign. 
Thus  saith  Apollo ! 

All.     Great  Apollo  reigns  ! 

Pyr.     And  what  if  I  refuse  } 
I  am  a  King,  and  thus  fling  back  to  Jove 
My  kingly  challenge.     I  will  not  forswear. 
And  even  if  you  could  banish  me  to  hell 
I'd  bribe  old  Pluto  to  release  me  thence, 
And  hurl  defiance  to  the  trembling  gods. 

Mach.     Then  hear  thy  doom  ! 


70  ORESTES 

Pyr.     Out  on  thee  ! 

[draiving  sword  about  to  smite.'\ 
[Priest  raises  his  hand.    The  lightning  strikes 
Pyrrhus  dead.    He  is  canned  ont.'\ 
Mach.     Thus  die  they  who  affront  the  mighty 

gods. 
King.    Great  is  Apollo ! 

Enter  Hermione  and  Calissa. 

Mach.     Daughter  of  Menelaus,  list  to  me. 
The  gods  have  snatched  thee  from  a  horrid  fate. 
Pyrrhus  hath  mocked  the  gods,  and  is  no  more. 
Thou  shalt  abide  within  Diana's  shrine 
Until  Orestes  claim  thee  for  his  bride. 

Her.     Orestes  !    Then  he  lives  !    Orestes  lives  ! 

Mach.     Orestes  lives,  true  to  his  love  and  thee. 
Here  is  one  lately  come  from  Argos  land. 

Her.     Thou    knowest  Orestes,  and    hast   been 
with  him  ? 

I  Attend.    Lady,  I  do. 

Her.     Then   tell  me  of  this  madness.     Is   he 
mad  ? 

I  Attend.     Lady,  he  hath  a  sea  of  troubles 
round  him, 
Enough  to  swamp  one  poor  frail  bark  of  flesh. 
His  mind  is  fretted  with  a  hundred  storms, 
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Yet  is  his  heart  the  same  ;  he  lives  for  you. 

Her.     The  gods  be  thanked,  I  knew  his  heart 
was  true. 

I  Attend.  He  roams  a  wanderer  upon  the  seas  ; 
The  storms  have  battered  him  unto  despair. 
And  still  he  bears  the  burden  of  the  gods. 
To  execute  their  great  emprise  he  toils, 
All  torn  with  grief,  lashed  by  the  Furies  wild. 
Through  storms  of  madness  and  dark  days  of  pain 
His  noble  spirit  ever  hastens  on 
To  where  the  day  is  breaking  on  the  hills, 
And  all  the  storms  are  past,  to  be  with  thee. 

Her.     Brave,  noble  spirit,  let  me  go  to  him, 
Far  o'er  the  swelling  waves  beyond  these  towers. 
These  hands  can  smooth  his  brow  and  drive  afar 
The  fretful  fever  from  his  heated  brain, 
Restore  again  the  pleasant  sunny  days, 
And  lead  him  back  again  to  happiness. 
{To  MacH/ERUS)  Let  me  but  say  a  short  farewell 

to  these. 
And  I  will  follow  thee  throughout  the  world. 
If  so  thou  bring  me  where  his  footsteps  are. 

Mach.     'Tis  to  Taurica,  lady. 

Her.     Divine  Apollo,  in  this  hour  of  need, 

\coining  to  front?[ 
That  succourest  the  sorrowing  souls  of  thine. 
Accept  a  maiden's  thankful  benisons. 
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Shelter  and  watch  the  wanderer  afar ; 

Guard  him,  Apollo,  mighty  to  defend ! 

From  hurtling  waves,  and  gathering  storms  defend, 

From  venom  of  the  Furies'  awful  breath. 

From  the  dark  chasm  and  the  beasts  of  prey, 

From  darkest  treachery  and  cruel  foe, 

From  every  evil,  till  I  come  to  him. 

Guard  him,  Apollo,  with  thy  mighty  aid  ! 

And  thou,  Orestes,  my  sweet  brother,  friend, 

Father  and  husband,  all  shall  be  in  thee. 

Where'er  thou  art  upon  the  cruel  sea. 

Or  in  some  wandering  star  athwart  the  night. 

Or  bound  in  some  dark  cave  in  lands  remote, 

There  shall  Hcrmione  find  her  destined  way. 

Orestes  !     Oh  ! 

[Hermione  goes  to  her  father.     Ktieels  down.'] 
King.     Great  Priest   of  dread  Apollo's    awful 
shrine, 

I  yield  to  thee  in  this  dark  hour  of  Fate. 

Give  us  your  just  command  ;  it  shall  be  done. 

What  wouldst  thou  for  my  child  Hermione  ? 
Mach.     Hermione  must  to  Diana's  shrine. 

In  far  Taurica,  for  a  pilgrimage. 

There,  sheltered  by  the  gods,  shall  she  have  peace. 

And  purge  this  marriage  vow,  and  to  await 

Apollo's  will. 

Hellenus  shall  be  King  in  Epirus. 
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Great  is  Apollo  !  greatest  of  the  gods  ! 
King.     Come,  come,  my  child. 

\^Hc  leads  HermioNE  out  slowly ^^ 

Chorus  of  Priests. 

Great  is  Apollo,  King  of  Kings  alone, 
Mighty  in  wrath,  tremendous  in  his  frown. 
Who  seek  his  aid  shall  never,  never  fail : 
Protector  of  good,  all  hail,  all  hail ! 

{Oirtain.) 


[End  of  Act  II] 
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ACT    III 
Scene  I 

During  this   scene — storms  of  wind,    thunder  and 
lightning.      The    transition    to    the     different 
scenes  may  be  made  by  intervals  of  darkness,  or 
by  moving  panorama  and  semi-darkness. 
(i)   Seashore,  rough  rocks.    A  ivrecked galley. 

Three  Furies,  a  burning  torch  in  one  hand,  a  zuhip 
of  adders  in  the  other,  stand  zvaving  branches 
of  cypress  toivards  the  sea,  chanting. 

I  Fur.  {pointing    to   the   lureck).     That  way  is 
closed  ! 

All.     Whither?  whither? 
Now  to  the  Temple  o'er  th'  unfriendly  rocks. 
They  shall  be  tried  before  Tisiphone  ! 
If  there  is  any  stain  or  crime  of  blood, 
Either  premeditated  or  in  act, 
Save  only  at  Apollo's  awful  word, 
When    once   within     the    Temple's    courts    they 
stand, 
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Great  Nemesis  demands  their  final  doom. 
But  if  their  conscience  void  of  all  offence, 
Clean  and  unscathed,  the  portals  will  be  passed. 
Now    raise   the   whirlwind — drive    them    through 
the  land  ! 

\ivaving  and  shrieking ;  zvind  hoivls ;  storm 
of  d?ist.] 

Orestes  and  Pylades  discovered  'neath  the  rocks 
asleep  and  exhausted,  battered  zuith  the  storm. 

Or.    What  is  this  fearful  storm  ?    Oh,  let  me  rest ! 
Worn,  bruised,  and  buffeted,  ye  evil  hags ! 
Oh,  let  me  sleep,  if  but  to  wake  no  more  ! 

Py.  {starts   np).     Orestes,    art    thou    yet    upon 
the  earth  ? 
This  is  the  solid  ground.     Oh,  no  more  sea  ! 
Come,  let  us  climb  these  rocks. 
{To  Furies)  Oh,  pity,  you  ! 

Or.     We  would  have  sleep  ! 

[Furies  hozvl  and  point  on.] 
Py.     Give  us  the  sunshine ! 

[Furies  hozvt  and  point  on.] 
Or.     But  tell  us  what  the  land  is. 
Py.     Are  there  no  birds  or  flowers  ? 
Or.     Gods,  for  my  father's  sword  !  \_rising^ 

Py.     They  drive  us  on.     Look,  where  the  land 
is  dark  ! 
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Or.     Come,  comrade,  to  the  end. 
Py.     What  if  it  lead  to  Hell  ? 

Or.     To  Hell    itself,    if  so  Apollo   wills.     On,  V^ 
Pylades,  on  ! 

(2)  Scene  darkens  and  breaks  into  a  rocky  region, 

luhere  the  temple  of  the  Furies  stajids.     CJiant- 

ing    heard.     Furies    emerge,    luaving    cypress 

branches. 

Orestes  and  Pylades  clamber  up  the  rocks. 

TISIPIIONE  {appearing).     Ye  daring  minions  of 
the  lower  spheres, 
Enter  not  here  with  earthly  stains  of  blood. 
Nor  with  dark  thoughts  of  hatred  in  your  breasts, 
Nor  words  of  evil  boding  on  your  tongue. 
Else  shall  you  hence  depart  as  cursed  things, 
Beaten  and  hurled  about  the  raging  storms. 
Shrieking  your  madness  over  all  the  earth 
In  everlasting  torments,  lashed  with  woe  ! 
Only  if  ye  be  clean  and  free  from  blood, 
Valiant  and  brave  to  dare  th'  avenging  gods. 
Can  mortals  ever  hope  to  reach  the  earth  ? 
Say  !     Will  ye  dare  ? 

Or.    Most  mighty  Priestess,  servant  of  the  gods, 
We  bow  before  your  stern  and  just  decree. 
Our  hands  are  free  from  blood,  in  will  and  deed. 
I  only  stand,  charged  to  Apollo's  Priest, 
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Foredoomed  to  wield  the  just  avenging  sword. 

But  here  no  malice  drives  me  to  my  goal; 

'Tis  the  sure  vengeance  of  the  righteous  gods. 

But  with  this  mighty  vow  upon  my  lips, 

Which  may  swing  round  the  arm  of  justice  swift 

Upon  the  head  of  her  who  gave  me  life, 

Cut  short  her  perjured  course  ;  so  when  the  throne 

They  two  have  built  upon  my  murdered  sire 

Shall  totter  to  its  fall,  e'en  this  right  hand 

May  not  be  clean,  against  the  great  undoing. 

If  thou  canst   stay  the   doom   that    haunts  such 

deed, 
Forbear  thy  threatening,  let  us  go  in  peace ! 
Give  us  your  will ! 

TiS.     For  such  a  vengeful  stroke 
Must  ye  be  purged  and  purified  by  trial ! 
First  shall  ye  supplicate  the  gods  we  serve, 
And  then  fulfil  your  destined  course  afar ! 
See  where  the  Temple  stands  ! 

Orestes  and  Pylades  ente^'  the  temple.  Storm 
and  lightning.  Furies  msJi  np  rocks.  Winds 
howl.     Chanting  heard. 

Orestes  and  Pylades  retnm.  Storm  dies.  Smt 
shines.     Chant  rises  triumphant. 

TiS.  The  men  are  true  ;  henceforward  shall  ye 
go 
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Unto  the  purpose  of  the  mighty  god. 

Tisiphone  vouchsafes  a  silent  guide, 

Who  shall  direct  your  steps  until  yc  come 

Unto  the  great  fulfilment  of  your  vow. 

But  ere  ye  come  unto  the  landing  coast, 

Whither  ye  shall  embark  upon  the  seas 

Where  waits  your  galley, 

List  to  your  doom  ! 

By  storm  and  tempest  shall  ye  be  distressed, 

Hurled  foremost  on  the  billows  of  the  deep. 

Where  Neptune  thunders  o'er  the  roaring  main, 

Shaking  the  deep  sea-caves,  where,  frowningly. 

Dark  Scylla  and  Charybdis  front  the  gods. 

Then  shalt  thou  come  into  the  flowery  land 

Whose  green  isle  sleeps  in  an  eternal  noon. 

But  linger  not  within  its  shady  groves, 

Nor  sleep  thou  where  the  mystic  lotus  blooms. 

And  shall  ye  come  unto  the  Sirens'  isle. 

Where  from  the  olive-groves  and  wine-clad  slopes 

Sweet  music  makes  a  calm  upon  the  sea 

And  lures  all  travellers  to  its  tempting  shores. 

Remember  what  the  gods  have  laid  on  you. 

And  be  not  laggards  in  the  accomplishment, 

But   with   what    speed    ye    may,    hold    on    your 

course 
Until  ye  come  to  far  Taurica's  shore. 
Or.     Goddess,  we  will  obey  ! 

G 
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Great  noise.  Earthquake,  thunder,  lightning. 
Rocks  fall.  All  dark,  except  light  falls  on 
Orestes  and  Pylades,  kneeling  zuhile  gnide 
points  over  the  hills  ;  then  all  dark. 

(3)  Coast  of  the  island  of  the  lotus-eaters.      Bright 

sunlight. 

Py.     Here  let  us  rest  awhile. 

Or.     What  land  is  this  > 

Py.     It  is  the  land  of  sun  and  gentle  streams. 
Look  where  the  rippling  waters  sweetly  flow ; 
And  see,  Orestes,  flowers  to  gladden  us. 

Or.     Stars    in  the  heavens  shine,  and  flowers 
on  earth ; 
They  spell  the  language  of  eternity 
To  our  dull  count.     But  what  make  we  the  isle } 

Enter  a  band  of  Youths  and  Maidens,  with  luine 

andfrtiit. 

I  You.    Strangers  are  from  the  gods,  we  welcome 
you; 
We  bring  you  of  our  best,  we  j^ray  you  rest — 
Refresh  yourselves,  ere  we  may  know  your  tale. 
Or.     We  have   a   purpose.     What   is   this  fair 

isle .'' 
I  You.     This    is    the    island    where    the    lotus 
grows. 
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Groups  of  Men   and  Maidens  bring  brandies  and 


Sl7lg. 


Come,  come  away  and  dream  within  these  bowers 
Here  the  soft  sunshine  woos  the  rosy  hours  ; 
Here  is  no  night,  but  with  a  languorous  moon 
These  yellow  sands  are  always  afternoon. 

Come  unto  these  stretching  sands. 
Join  with  us  your  loving  hands  ; 
Come,  come  away ! 

I  You.     We  judge  you  youthful,  but  about  your 
brow 
Lies  sorrow  laden  with  a  heavy  load. 
Here  can  you  rest,  and  let  the  world  go  by. 
Whoso  abides  with  us,  in  this  fair  land, 
Need  sow  nor  plough,  need  labour  not  nor  toil, 
But  in  Elysian  valleys  softly  dwell. 
Dream  the  long  hours  on  beds  of  asphodel, 
And  sip  the  lotus  cup  the  gods  do  love ! 
Here  dwells  forgetfulness ;  around  this  shrine 
No  voices  call,  no  cares  attack  the  mind. 
Perpetual  sunshine  bathes  the  valleys  here ; 
We  sing  the  rosy  hours  from  morn  till  eve. 
From  eve  till  morn  one  luscious  lingering  day. 
Come  to  the  lotus  fields  away,  away ! 

\_exit,  singing.l 

Py.     'Twere   sweet  to   linger  in   these  flowery 
meads 
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And  gather  strength  again  to  face  the  storms  ; 
To  stretch  our  tired  limbs  in  the  summer  sun, 
And  to  drink  deep  the  amaranthine  dews. 

Or.     What  saith  our  guide  ? 

Py.     He  points  unto  the  sea. 
Lo,  now  he  speaks. 

Gui.     Touch  not  the  lotus  flower  that  blooms 
around, 
Lest  ye  would  dwell  for  ever  on  this  ground. 
Leave  all  the  world,  and  dream  an  endless  life  ; 
Forget  thy  home  and  kindred. 

Or.     Forget !     Thy  will  is  adamant ;  but  most 
for  thee 
I  grieve,  whose  lot  misfortune's  chain 
Links  thee  to  all  these  stern  unbending  fates ! 

Py.     My  hand  unto  the  fateful  plough  is  set, 
And  willingly  the  broken  furrows  deep 
Will  I  plod  onward  hand-in-hand  with  thee ! 

Or.     My  noble  youth. 
Oh,  sweet  oasis  in  the  wilderness, 
So  fare  ye  well  till  brighter,  happier  days ! 

Py.     See  where  they  come  again. 

Or.     On,  Pylades  !     The  sail ! 

(4)  Youths  and  Maidens  come  offering  Jlozvers, 
etc.,  as  the  vessel  glides  aivay.  Darkness. 
Gradually  singing  is  heard,  ivhich  grows  nearer. 
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W/mi  light  returns,  the  vessel  is  discovered 
by  the  shore.  No  wind.  ORESTES  rt;«(^PYLADES 
stajid  on  the  shore,  ivith  heads  bowed.  Guide 
sits  in  vessel. 

Or.     Here  have  we  drifted  as  all  travellers  do. 
The  very  waves  are  charmed  to  quiet  sleep, 
Lulled  by  this  harmony  divine  ! 

Py.     I  saw  a  curling  smoke  ascend  the  sky, 
And  heard  the  flocks  bleat  on  the  distant  hills ; 
This  is  the  Sirens'  isle,  where  music  dwells. 

Or.     Oh,  sweet  the  rising  harps  on  the  still  air ! 
Hark  how  the  voices  mingle  and  are  one  ! 
So  strikes  a  sunbeam  through  a  wintry  cloud, 
So  breaks  the  day  upon  a  slumbering  world  ; 
Oh,  sweet  it  were  to  rest  upon  this  shore  ! 

[Orestes  and  Pylades  step  ashore?^ 

Py.     Oh,  but  to  dream  awhile,  and  wake  again 

\lies  down  npon  the  ground^ 
With  brain  refreshed.  There  will  be  sleep  no  more  ; 
Look  where  they  come  ! 

Enter  Sirens,  singing  and  dancing.  They  surround 
Pylades,  attd  tempt  him  with  amoroics  iviles. 
Orestes  stands  apart.  The  siiiging  cotttinnes 
all  through  this  scene. 

I  Sir.  Ye  are  two  Grecian  youths  ; 
Whence  are  ye  come  ? 


86  ORESTES 

Or.     From  whence  I  know  not. 

I  Sir.     Or  whither  are  ye  borne  ? 

Or.     Nor  can  I  tell. 

I  Sir.     We  pray  you  drink. 

Or.     I  will  not  drink. 

I  Sir.     Nor  sing  ? 

Or.     Nor  sincj. 

I  Sir.     Nor  come  and  lead  me  to  the  flowery  j 

meads  ?  ; 

Or.     Nor  go  with  thee.  i 

I  Sir.     Thou  hast  a  wife  ?  I 

Or.     Indeed. 
I  Sir.     And  she  awaits  thee  on   some  distant 

isle  ?  ^ 

Or.     Go  on.  ' 

1  Sir.     Come,  stay  with  us,  and  we  will  love  i 

thee  well.  j 

2  Sir.     And  thou  mayst  choose  a  wife.  : 

3  Sir.     A  fresh  one  every  day.  \ 

1  Sir.  Music  around —  j 

2  Sir.  And  the  sweet  song  of  birds—  | 

3  Sir.  And  all  the  world  afar !  j 
I  Sir.  Come  to  my  bower,  and  learn  the  art 

of  love,  I 

And  I  will  teach  thee  wisdom  from  the  gods.  | 
Or.     Who  is  your  god? 

I  Sir.     The  god  of  Love !  j 
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Or.     I  thought  that  she  was  dead. 

I  Sir.     The  gods  die  never. 

Or.     How  weary  must  life  be ! 

I  Sir.     Not  when  you  Hve  to  love  ! 
Will  you  not  stay  with  us  ? 

Or.     The  gods  forbid  !  [gradually  yielding?}, 

Here  will  I  lie  and  rest  a  little  hour, 
With  all  this  healing  music  round  my  head. 
This  softness  ivoos  me,  and  the  day  is  young ; 
And  I  am  weary — mortals  must  have  rest. 

I  Sir.    Come,  lay  by  me — so  {lifting  his  head 
into  her  lap).  [chorns  of  soft  music] 

Pylades  overcome  by  sleep,  and  the  Sirens  around 
him.  Orestes  lies  resting,  ivith  Sirens  also 
aroimd  him.  The  Guide  stands  7ip  in  vessel, 
ivaving  his  arms  out  upon  the  sea.  Imme- 
diately a  storm  arises,  thunder  and  lightning. 
The  Sirens  shriek  and  run  off,  leaving  ORESTES 
and  Pylades  awake,  ivho  spring  into  the 
vessel,  and  darkness  falls. 

(5)  Coast  of  MycencE.  Seashore,  misty ;  in  dis- 
tance galley  at  anchor,  sails  ready,  Fitries.  Day 
gradually  breaks  and  reveals  the  coast-line. 

Or.     Now,  comrade,  what  before  our  pathway 
lies 
Of  dire  distress,  of  suffering,  of  despair. 


88  ORESTES 

Cannot  outweigh  the  past ;  therefore  look  up, 
And  let  us  bend  our  energies  afresh 
To  do  the  gods'  behest,  till  comes  the  day 
We  steer  for  home.     This  is  the  solid  earth. 
Oh,  Pylades,  how  leaps  the  saddened  heart 
At  such  a  sight  !  Ask  of  our  guide  again. 

Py.     Mute  messenger  of  Fate,  vouchsafe  a  word. 
What  land  is  this  ? 

Gui.      To   you    alone   I    speak ;   he   shall    not 
know. 
This  is  Mycenae,     Plaste — we  must  depart ! 

Py.     Mycenae  !  Ha  !  the  sunlight  falls  afar !  | 

It  is  Mycenae.     O'er  yon  little  hill  ' 

Lies  his  beloved  Argos,  and  my  love !  j 

How  these  strong  cords  are  tugging  at  my  heart ! 
Yet  is  our  task  but  half  accomplished  still.]  ' 

Enter  an  old  Beggar,  singing.  j| 

Or.     Will  he  not  answer  us  ? 

Beg.  I 

A-down,  a-a-down,  a —  | 

A-down  the  hill  so  steep  ; 

A-down,  a-a-down,  a —  , 

And  all  the  world's  asleep  !  | 

Ah,  good  masters,  pity  my  grey  hairs  !  ■ 

Or.     Why,  what  are  you  }  \ 
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Beg.     r  faith !     I  am  a  king  ! 

Or,     a  king  !     What  is  your  country  ? 

Beg.     King   of    these    rags,    and    all    that    is 

therein  ! 
Or.      Indeed    thou    hast    a     lively    kingdom, 
then  ! 
But  thou  art  human,  and  hast  human  speech. 
See,  tell  us  how  these  barren  shores  are  named. 
Pv.     I  pray  you,  mark  the  storms  are  gathering 
round  ; 
Look,   where  our  guide  is   pointing   towards  the 

sea! 
He  will  not  brook  delay.     Orestes,  come ! 
Beg.     Orestes !     Orestes ! 

[turns    toivards   the   land   with   anus    out- 
stretched as  if  in  prayer.'] 
Or.     Here   is  a  stray  bird,  may  he   not   have 
news — 
Some  news  of  Argos  ? 
Beg.    Argos  ! 

[j'ttns  up  to  Orestes  and  kisses  his  feet.] 

Oh,  Sir,  if  you 

Py.    Look,  where  the  hateful  Furies  come  again  ! 
Again  the  thunder.     Come,  Orestes,  come, 
Ere  'tis  too  late ! 

[Guide  conies  and  points  imperatively  to  the 
galley.     During  this  a  great  storm  has 
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come  oil.     Pylades  uses  force  to  drag 
Orestes  azvay,  xoho  struggles ,  crying'] 
Unhand  me,  comrade  ;  I  will  speak  with  him ! 
Py.     You  have  a  vow  ! 

Or.     Not  all  Apollo's  promise 

\Lightning  strikes.  He  is  dragged  into 
the  galley.  Beggar  runs  07it  crying, 
"Orestes !'^  Furies  r?ish  in  chanting 
as  the  curtain  falls.] 


Scene  II 

Taurica.  Seashore.  Bright  Sunshine.  Shrine  of 
Diana  near  the  rocks.  Group  of  Priestesses 
discovered  chanting  a  hymn  to  Diana.  IPHI- 
GENIA  and  HermI0NE~/;w//. 

Iph.     I  saw  a  Grecian  vessel  out  at  sea. 
Hermione  would  soon  desert  us  all, 
If  that  Orestes  came  ! 

Her.     My  sister,  in  this  green  and  safe  retreat 
Have  I  grown  calmer,  and  the  quick  events 
Of  all  these  troubled  years  have  passed  away. 
Thou  knowest  how  my  heart  was  pledged  to  him. 
And  seems  I  wronged  Orestes,  and  a  fear 
Creeps  to  my  cold  heart  in  the  depths  of  night, 
"  Orestes  hath  forgot  Hermione !  " 
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IrH.     Methought  thy  father  Menelaus  gave 
Thy  hand  to  Pyrrhus  'ncath  the  walls  of  Troy, 

Her.     'Tis  true ;  and  thus  I  fear  the  mischief 
grew, 
For  from  that  hour  Orestes  never  came. 

Iph.     Had  you  no  love  for  Pyrrhus  ? 

Her.     No  ;   all   my  heart  was  locked  up  from 
the  days 
We  used  to  play  as  children  in  the  fields, 
And  gather  flowers,  and  watch  the  sunset  sky, 
And  listen  to  the  babbling  stream's  low  song. 
Oh,  sister,  we  had  never  need  of  vows  ! 
Our  hearts  entwined  even  as  roses  do. 
Fed  by  the  dew,  content  to  bloom  and  live. 

Iph.     But  thou  hast  hope  ? 

Her.     It  is  the  brightest  star  in  my  dark  sky. 
Oh,  sister,  tell  me,  dost  thou  fear  the  King  ? 

Iph.  I  fear  ?  No.  I  could  blast  him  with  a  breath. 
Great  is  Diana,  mighty  to  avenge ! 
He  dare  not  brook  me  in  the  smallest  thing. 
Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Her.       Because,     each     morning     brings     his 
messenger, 
P'resh-gathered    flowers,    and    perfumes,   and    rich 

gifts. 
The  flowers  are  sweet,  and  mind  me  of  my  home. 
And  I  keep  them  ;  but  not  his  other  gifts. 
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IrH.     Thou  dost  well,  child. 

Her.     But  yesterday  he  came  into  the  grove, 
And  sat  with  me,  and  talked  of  many  things. 

Iph.     And  asked  for  this  sweet  hand.     I  know ! 
I  know  ! 
And  you  refused  him.     Did  he  seem  displeased  ? 

Her.     Methought  he  grew  like  Pyrrhus,  fierce 
and  wild, 
When  I  refused  him.     Sister,  tell  me  true, 
Is  this  poor  soul,  in  its  imprisoned  shell. 
Fated  as  Helen's  was,  to  lure  men  on  ? 

Iph.    Child,  thou  art  fair  above  the  common  lot — 
A  beauteous  thing,  that  the  hard,  common  world 
Can  neither  apprehend  nor  sanctify. 
What  did  King  Thoas  say  ? 

Her.     That  if  I  chose  to  stay  within  this  realm, 
It  must  be  as  a  priestess,  sworn  and  vowed, 
Or  as  his  wife. 

Iph.     Monstrous  !     Thou  art  my  guest ; 
Yet,  let  me  think  ;  the  king  hath  spoken  truth. 
I  may  not  change  the  king's  decree ; 
All  dwellers  here  are  at  the  king's  command ; 
Yet  are  Diana's  servants  only  free. 
He  told  you  this.     Well,  child,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Her.     Oh,  sister,  should  Orestes  never  come, 
I'll  stay  with  thee — these  quiet  and  mossy  scenes, 
This  genial  round  of  duty  and  of  peace  ; 
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And  I  can  broider  passing  well,  and  sing. 

Iph.     Poor  child,  of  course  thou  canst ;  but  in 
thy  work 
Thy  tell-tale  fingers  would  run  off  the  plan, 
To  trace  the  name  thou  bearest  in  thy  heart. 
In  singing,  all  the  melody  would  be 
But  the  old  love-strains  of  Arcadia. 

Her.     Do  not  mock  me,  sister  ! 

Iph.     I  do   not  mock  thee,  child.     Why,   dost 
thou  think 
My  scorched  heart  hath  never  known  the  pang  ? 
Tho'  all  the  fountains  of  my  life  are  gone. 
Dried  up,  and  withered,  yet  do  I  forget 
The  early  shapings  of  the  buds  of  hope, 
How  sweetly  formed,  with  promises  of  fruit  ? 
That  the  cold  frosts  have  blighted  all  these  years, 
The  gentle  whisper  of  the  harvesting. 
With  all  its  rolling  store  and  wealth  of  gold. 
Blasted,  before  the  summer  days  had  come? 
The  sap  that  rises  in  the  parent  stem 
Runs  back  into  the  old  earth's  heart  again. 
And  goes  to  feed  the  useless  weeds  that  grow. 
I  mock  thee,  child  !     I  bid  thee  live  and  love  ; 
Love,  and  be  loved,  if  only  for  an  hour ! 
Then  hast  thou  spanned  these  arching  skies  above, 
Clasped  to  thy  bosom  the  eternal  hills. 
And  sounded  all  the  dark  depths  of  the  grave  ! 
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Should  not  Orestes  come,  thou  shalt  not  vow. 
Thou  art  a  thing  too  beautiful  for  that. 
Thou  shalt  not  wed  the  King  against  thy  will ; 
But  he  would  make  thee  happy,  and  anon 
Thy  home  would  lure  thee  back  to  happiness. 
Sweet  children's  faces  paint  the  world  for  thee. 
But,  come  ;  I  hear  the  rising  of  the  storm  ! 

YStagc  darkens.     Storm  approaches?^ 
See  how  its  fiery  chariots  leap  the  hills ! 
The  gods  do  frown  ;  let  us  to  sacrifice. 

\exit  with  Priestesses.] 
Her.     If  it  should  be  his  vessel  on  the  sea, 
Bearing  upon  us  through  the  dreadful  storm, 
Shield  him,  ye  gods,  and  bear  his  winged  course 
Unto  these  shores,  and  we  will  make  him  glad. 
"  Orestes  ! "  and  "  Orestes  ! "  thus  I  send 
My  voice  far  out  upon  the  sounding  wave. 
That  some  sweet  messenger  may  speed  it  on. 
Lonely,  I  wait  upon  a  hostile  shore, 
Driven  from  land  to  land,  from  storm  to  storm, 
Until  my  courage  fails  me  at  the  last. 
Fairest  of  men,  this  heart  is  kept  for  thee ! 
True  to  my  early  visions  and  my  dreams. 
Fed  by  the  watching  through  the  lonely  years, 
Torn  by  the  cruel  winds  of  dark  despair, 
Yet  clinging  to  thee,  faithful  until  now — 
And  now  borne  down  beneath  the  dreadful  weight 
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Of  one  last  hope,  one  flickering,  silent  star, 

That  shines  so  pure  and   steadfast   through   the 

mist. 
As  'twere  thy  soul  above  me,  misty  pale, 
Threatened  with  darkness  by  this  awful  storm. 

[Storm  increases  and  stage  darkens.     Voices 
heard  calling,  "  Hermione  !  "] 
Speak,  speak  !     Orestes,  stay  the  hand  of  doom, 
And  come  from  out  the  storm  like  some  young 

God  ; 
Tread  down  the  thunder  in  its  dreadful  path, 
With  all  the  bloom  upon  thy  mantling  cheek, 
And  take  me  to  thy  home  !     Orestes,  come  ! 

[Hermione  falls    down    upon    the   rocks. 
Loud  thunder. '[ 


Enter  two  Attendants,  calling  "  Herinio7ie ! 
Het'inione!"  a7id,  after  searching  about,  raise 
her  and  lead  her  out. 

Enter  Furies.  Storms,  thunder  and  light?iing,  ivind. 
Furies  rusJi  to  and  fro,  chanting — 

Speed  !  speed  !  to  cover  the  deed  ! 
Seven  are  we  of  the  roving  breath, 
Flinging  out  curses,  the  heralds  of  death ! 
We  gather  the  wrecks  of  the  storm  as  it  flies, 
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And  whirl  them  against  the  face  of  the  skies  ! 
Speed  !  speed  !  to  cover  the  deed  ! 
Speed  !     Speed  ! 

[szi  on  the  rocks.] 
I  Fur.     Whither,  whither  ? 
All.     Whither,  whither  ? 

I  Fur.     We've  driven  them  on  this  rugged  coast 
at  last ! 
Thrice  were  they  almost  wrecked  at  sea. 
The  storm's  abating :  sisters,  shake  again 
The  whirlwinds  from  your  tresses  ! 

[s/iake  theh'  hair.'] 

Enter  ship.     Furies  oppose  them. 

Chorus  of  Furies. 
Upon  the  north  wind's  breath 

We  ride,  we  ride  ! 
To  scourge  with  the  scourge  of  death — 

Whom  the  gods  chide  ! 

Or.     Oh,  ye  dark  fates  that  hover  round  our 
path, 
I  love  your  coming  to  oppose  my  way ! 
Your  shrieks  and  curses  only  make  me  bold. 
Sweet  comrade,  know  that  thus  the  heroic  live  ; 
This  grinding  opposition  sharpens  them, 


ORESTES  97 

And  hardens  the  resolve  to  fight  till  death. 
How  sweet  the  dalliance  and  the  flowery  meads, 
The  amaranthine  dews,  the  rosy  hours, 
The  song  eternal,  and  the  festive  dance  ! 
But  these  rude  winds  that  beat  upon  our  track 
Challenge  the  struggle  of  the  heroic  soul, 
Which  by  that  struggling  rises  to  the  gods 
Who  dwell  on  far  Olympus  near  the  skies. 

Pv.     What  is  this  barbarous  coast  ?     Our  food 
is  spent. 
Methought  I  spied  a  curling  smoke  afar. 
Say,  shall  we  dare  the  Furies  once  again  ? 

1  Fur.     The  seventh  wave  hath  broken  at  my 

feet. 

2  Fur.     I  passed  a  night  bird  with   a  broken 


wmg. 


3  Fur.     I  caught  a  moonbeam    underneath    a 

cloud. 

4  Fur.     I  found  a  pearl  a-floating  on  the  sea. 

5  Fur.     I  heard  a  cry  of  murder  through  the 

land. 

Enter  ORESTES  and  Pylades  dishevelled  from  the 

vessel. 

Or.     Ye  ancient  ministers  of  Jove,  give  heed  ! 
I  Fur.     Who's  this  of  mortals  dare  appeal  to  us, 

H 
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Reproaching  us  with  age  ? 

Py.     They  are  offended.     Soothe  them. 
Or.     Oh,  venerable  mothers,  wisdom  is 
The  mystic  daughter  of  a  ripe  old  age, 
And  you  should  know  the  secrets  of  the  earth. 
I  am  Orestes,  Agamemnon's  son, 
And  I  have  sworn  a  vow  at  Delphi's  steep. 
Tell  us,  good  mother,  is  our  task  well  sped  ? 

I  Fur.     We  could  not  guide  thee,  lest  our  task 
were  done. 
This  is  the  land  ye  seek — Diana's  shrine, 
Where  sweet  Hermione  awaits  her  love. 

Or.     Oh,   gracious    message   from    such   sullen 
lips! 
How  oft  our  darkness  is  the  path  to  light. 
And  foes  well  grappled  yield  a  sweeter  joy  ! 
\J  Or.     Hermione  is  here  ! 

I  had  forgot  my  vow.     Good  mother,  on. 

I   Fur.     Orestes,  here  at  great  Diana's  shrine, 
,        The  Priestess  is  thy  sister — Iphigenia. 
\J  Or.     Iphigenia  !  not  dead  !     Joy  upon  joy ! 

I  Fur.     But  do  not  yet  reveal  thyself  to  her, 
Until  the  time  be  come. 
Or.     When  will  that  be  ? 

I    Fur.     Pluck   you    a    sprig   of    dittany,   and 
when 
You  stand  in  danger,  call  upon  her  name. 
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Or.     Thanks,   gentle   ministers ;   one    question 
more — 
Shall  we  return  to  Argos  safe  again  ? 

I  Fur.     Seek  not  to  know  until  thy  quest  be 
done, 
For  yet  Diana's  image  must  be  won.  [refires.] 

Or.     Iphigcnia  and  Hermione  ! 
Come,  come,  my  Pylades ;  the  morning  dawns. 

Enter  Barbarians,  ivho  come  in  slowly  and  curiously. 

How  dost  thou  name  this  rugged  coast  of  thine  ? 

Bar.     {running  back,  staring,  speechless.) 

Py.     He  is  not  learned  in  the  modern  tongue. 

[tries  to  make  Jiim  understand  by  signs?[ 

Bar.     {smiles  and  capers  about.) 

Py.     Baa !  baa  ! 

Bar.     {groivs  excited^  clapping  his  hands?) 

Or.     {beckoning   him,    shoivs    him    a    sprig    of 
dittany.) 

Bar.     {examining  it,  utters  inarticulate  sounds, 
goes  to  side  and  brings  food  out  of  a  cave?) 

Or.     Taurica ! 

Bar.     Taurica  !     Ah,  ah,  ah  !        \j-uns  up  7'ocks.] 

Or.     Where  is  our  herdsman  ? 

Py.  He  has  gone  for  more. 

Look  where  they  come  in  crowds  from  yonder  hill. 
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Enter  Barbarians,  armed  ivith  bows. 

Chief.     What  entrance  make  you  to  Taurica's 
land? 
Are  you  an  Embassage  unto  the  King  ? 
Or.     Who  is  your  King  ? 
Chief.    Our  King  is  Thoas. 
Or.     We  are  two   strangers  from    the  isles  of 

Greece. 
Chief.     What  wouldst  thou,  then  ? 
Or.     We  come  to  worship  at  Diana's  shrine. 
Chief.     None  are   admitted  there    but  by  the 
King. 
To-morrow  is  the  yearly  festival !  \to  vien.] 

Chain  up  the  galley  to  the  rocks  below ; 
Ye  must  appear  before  the  King  to-day. 

[Barbarians    advance,    but    are    cJiecked    by 
Furies,  ivJio  rise  and  chant  their  song. 
Orestes  and  Vy^lkd-ks  fall  back.    Bar- 
barians retreat  zvildly.'] 
I    Fur.     The    King  would    take   thee   for   the 
sacrifice. 
But  at  the  hour  of  danger  take  the  herb, 
And  call  upon  Diana's  Priestess  thrice ! 

[retires.     Barbarians  advance.'] 
Or.     Bring  us  before  your  King  ?     We  have  a 
quest. 
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Enter  a  Messenger /r^/w  the  King. 

Chief.     The  King  hath  sent  us  orders  for  your 
death. 

[Barbarians  dance  ivitk  gleei\ 
To-morrow  shall  you  grace  Diana's  feast ; 
Lo,  where  her  priestess  comes  unto  the  shrine. 

Enter  IPIIIGENIA,  Hermione,  Maidens,  etc., 
with  bows. 

Iph.     What  was  this  Grecian  galley  out  at  sea? 
Chief.     Diana's   Priestess,  there   are  strangers 

come. 
Ini.    I  dreamt  last  night  my  brother  came  to  me, 
Across  the  silvery  waves  beneath  the  moon, 
Bringing  me  news  of  home.     Perchance  these  men 
Will  know  of  Argos,  Agamemnon's  seat. 
Where  are  the  strangers  ?     Bring  them  unto  me. 

[Orestes  and  Pylades  brought  fonvard?^ 
To  you  thus  bold  intruders  on  our  peace. 
Know  that  the  King  hath  ordered  you  to  die ! 
A  noble  death — Diana's  sacrifice. 

\_Men  advance,  Orestes  and  Pylades  ^^w.] 
Iph.     Hold  !  'tis  my  judgment  one  of  you  shall 
die, 
And  one  be  spared  to  take  the  news  away. 
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Which  of  the  twain,  ye  may  yourselves  decide. 
Or.     I    am   in    mind    diseased,   and   torn   with 
hate ; 
'Twere  no  great  sacrifice  to  let  me  die. 

Iph.     Hast   thou    no   lady,  sir,  who   looks   for 
thee — 
A  wife,  a  sister,  or  some  fair  betrothed  ? 

Or.     I  have  no  love  for  any  on  the  earth  ; 
My  love  is  gangrened  into  hatred  now. 

Ipii.     Then  art  thou  so  unfit  for  sacrifice ; 
Diana  seeks  the  fairest  spoils  of  earth. 

Py.     Then    let   my  claim   forbear.     Am    I    not 
young  ? 
And  I  have  left  a  fair  betrothed  in  Greece. 
Or.     No  !  Pylades,  together  will  we  die  ! 
Now  is  my  soul  tormented  with  new  fears  ; 
I  cannot  let  thee  go.     O  earth,  O  sky. 
And  ye  mute  ministers  of  heaven,  forfend! 

Py.     Great  Priestess,  of  Diana's  awful  shrine. 
Yet  hear  me  speak !     I  but  a  pilgrim  am. 
This  noble  youth,  who  hath  no  love  for  life. 
Is  a  king's  son,  charged  by  the  mighty  Jove 
With  his  strong  arm  of  vengeance.     He  must  live  • 
I  pray  you  heed  him  not.     If  one  shall  die 
Let  me  be  taken.     Thou  shalt  bear  the  news. 

\to  Orestes.] 
Say  that  I  went  upright  and  firm  to  death. 
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Or.     No,  mighty  priestess  ;  look  upon  us  twain. 
We  are  no  longer  twain — we  two  are  one. 
In  storm  and  sunshine,  in  the  battle's  breath, 
When  foul-mouthed  murder  stalked  along  the  way, 
In  hunger  and  in  peril  have  we  stood. 
Great  priestess,  here  there  can  be  no  divorce  ; 
Or  sacrifice  us  both,  or  spare  us  both. 

I  PH.     But  what  make  you  from  the  far  isles  of 

Greece  ? 
Or.     From  Attica  are  we. 
I  PH.     Then    know   you    Argos — Agamemnon's 

land  ? 
Or.     Gods !  do  these  hard  rocks  know  the  salt 

sea  spray  ? 
Her.     Sir,   thou  shouldst  be   Orestes  by   that 

voice. 
Or.     I  am  Orestes — Agamemnon's  son. 
Iph.     Thou  !    Thou  Orestes,  thou  !     Hermione  ! 
Or.     Hermione ! 

[rushing  to  embrace  HERMIONE.    Lightning, 
thnnder,   and  ivind.      Furies    rtisJt    in. 
Barbarians  retire.'] 
Iph.     Sisters,  prepare  the  evening  sacrifice. 

[Exit  Women.] 
Hermione  ! 

Or.     Hermione  !     Pylades,  the  vow 
Is  on  us  both. 
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Pv.     Courage  !  the  morning  breaks. 
I  see  the  glorious  h'ght  of  heaven  dawn. 
We  must  be  brave  ;  the  happy  days  will  come. 

Or.     Never,  my  Pylades.     That  early  light 
That  tipped  the  morning  hills  and  lit  the  skies, 
When  all  the  world  was  young,  and  it  was  spring, — 
The  colours  will  be  there  ;  our  eyes  are  dimmed. 

Pv.     If  we  have  children,  they  will  see  for  us. 

Or.     Is't  wise  to  breed,  for  fear  of  treachery? 

Iph.     {coming  dozvn).     Thou,  thou,  Orestes,  and 
my  brother  too ! 

Or.     Iphigenia  !     Pve  heard  thy  name  upon 
The  laughing  breezes  that  play  round  our  home. 
We  called  thee  in  our  play  and  in  our  sleep, 
Our  elder  sister.     But  we  thought  thee  dead. 

Iph.    Dead  have  I  been  to  all  but  this  lone  land. 
There  is  Hermione — thou  hast  come  for  her. 
But  thou  art  sad,  and  on  thy  brow 
The  furrowed  lines  of  care  are  heavy  writ. 
I'll  call  Hermione  to  smooth  them  out. 

Or.     Stay  thy  hand,  sister;  come  and  sit  with 
me.  [7'eUres.] 

Yy.  (coi/iing  forward  Uftt/i  HERMlOlsiE).     I  pray 
thee,  lady,  do  not  heed  his  words  ; 
His  mind  is  much  distressed.     Even  now  he  lives 
Within  the  shadow  of  a  mighty  vow. 
When  he  shall  be  released,  and  all  of  us, 
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He'll  turn,  as  some  sweet  flower,  to  the  sun. 

Her.     I  thank  thee,  noble  sir  ;  it  is  most  kind. 
So  strange  has  been  my  life  these  many  years, 
That  I  can  tune  my  heart  to  any  string. 
It  is  Orestes — that  shall  be  enough  ; 
And  I  will  nurse  him  back  to  youth  again. 
But  we  must  wait  the  passing  of  the  spell. 

Py.     Give  him  thine  aid,  and  we  shall  have  no 
fear. 

I  PH.    {starting  forivard  with    Orestes).     My 
father  murdered  by  yEgisthus'  hand. 
Oh,  damned  monster  !     Oh,  incestuous  beast ! 
And  Clytemnestra  hath  forgot  her  vows. 
My  dear,  dear  brother,  thou  art  all  forgiven  ! 
The  weight  is  heavy  for  so  young  a  frame. 
What  said  Apollo  ? 

Or.  Diana's  shrine 

Must  first  be  set  in  Greece,  to  appease  the  gods. 

Iph.     This  shall  be  done.     Hermione,  to-night 
Shall  see  us  on  the  way  for  Attica. 

[retires  with  Pylades.] 

Or.     Hermione,  my  heart's  best !      [Lightning.'] 
{Kneels.)  Forgive,  great  Jove !     I   am  but  mortal 
still. 

Her.     {going  lip  to  Orestes  zvhere  he  is  kneel- 
ing).    Orestes,  thou  dost  know  Hermione  } 

Or.    I  knew  her  once,  before  she  had  grown  mad. 
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Her.     How  long  hath  she  been  mad  ? 

Or.     Oh,  since  my  father  died. 

Her.     What  do  you  know  of  her  ? 

Or.     I  knew  her  in  Arcadia,  where  she  grew 
Like  to  a  lovely  lily  of  the  vale, 
So  pure  and  white  within  her  greeny  bower 
That  all  the  flowers  were  envious  of  her. 
The  birds  would  catch  the  cadence  of  her  voice, 
The  stars  would  follow  her  for  very  love ; 
But  all  her  beauty — so  the  people  said — 
Lacked  its   great  mainspring ;  all  her  mind  was 

gone ! 
And  she  would  frolic  with  the  lambs  at  play, 
And  bleat  like  them. 

Her.     And  was  she  ever  thus  ? 

Or.  Till  Pyrrhus  came, 

Who  won  her  at  the  hand  of  Menelaus, 
And  found  she  had  no  mind,  and  cast  her  off. 

Her.     Where  is  she  now  ? 

Or.     She  is  in  hiding  now  from  mortal  eyes 
With  the  fair  sisters  of  the  morning  star  ! 

Her.    What  if  she  were  upon  this  very  ground, 
Within  the  sound  of  her  Orestes'  voice  ? 

Or.     Oh,  if  she  were  in  danger,  I  would  go. 
Speed  swiftly  to  her,  draw  my  sword  again, 
Speak  gently  to  her,  guard  her  from  all  foes. 
And  lead  her  home  across  the  quiet  seas. 
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And  who  shall  tell,  in  the  far,  future  days, 

When  every  woe  is  dead  upon  the  earth. 

When  every  wounded  heart  is  whole  again, 

When  the  last  cry  of  murder  on  the  earth 

Is  hushed  and  still,  and  there  is  peace  again, 

Then  might  I  live  the  old  heroic  life. 

Put  back  the  hand  of  Time,  undo  the  past. 

Then  would  we  go  into  Arcadia, 

And  hear  the  shepherds  pipe  along  the  hills. 

And  linger  by  the  meadows  and  the  streams. 

Her.  {breaking  hi).     Until  we  came  unto   the 
little  brook 
Singing  its  way  along  the  flowery  banks. 

[bending  dozun.] 
By  that  old  fallen  tree,  our  parting  kiss — 

Or.  {suddenl}').  Severed  the  day  to   everlasting 
night. 
Ob,  horrible  !  There's  blood  upon  thy  hand. 
Go,  get  you  gone.     Now  is  Orestes  mad  ! 

Enter  IPHIGEXIA  and  Pylades. 

Her.  {running    to    her).     Oh,    Iphigenia,    look 

how  wild  his  eyes  ! 
Iph.     Come  with  me,  sister ;  there  is  much  to  do  ! 
Orestes,  let  the  galley  be  prepared  ! 

{exit  with  Hermione.] 
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Orestes  and  Pylades  go  to   the  galley.     Furies 
rise,  and  begin  to  chant  triumphantly.     Enter 
four  men,  bringing Diana^s  image.    Afterivards 
IrHiGENiA  and  Hermione  and  Women. 

Iril.   {going  into  the  galley).     For  a  brief  space 
it  is  farewell  and  hail ! 
I  go  to  plant  our  shrine  on  Grecian  lands. 
Lend  me  your  prayers  until  my  safe  return. 

^Sisters  chant.'] 
[Barbarians  r?ish  in,  other  side,  and  are  met 
by  Furies,  ivho  drive  them  back.'] 


[End  of  Act  III] 


ACT   IV 

SCENES  I  AND  II 


ACT    IV 

Scene  I 

Courtyard  of  Argos  {same  as  Act  I.).     Aga- 
memnon s  tomb  in  centre. 

Enter  old  rilALANTHUS,  bent  and  idiot,  leading 
in  tzvo  Strangers,  cloaked. 

Ph.     This  way,  my  masters,  this  way  ! 

[Orestes,  seeing  tomb,  goes  to  kneel.] 
Py.  {preventing  him).     Not  yet,  not  yet ! 
Or.  {to  Ph.).     What  do  men  call   a  thing  like 

you? 
Ph.     The  King — or  he   that  men    do   call  the 
King- 
He  calls  me  dog,  and  kicks  me  ;  but  I'm  quick, 

\langhing  wildly^ 
And  balk  him  thus,  [leaping.] 

And  ere  he  strikes  me  I  have  leapt  away. 

Or.     Poor  dog !     Why  do  men  call  this  man 
the  King  ? 
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Ph.   {laughing).      Well,    now,    where    have    ye 
been,  and  know  not  this  ? 
They   call   him    King    because    he    married    the 
Q^ieen.  \Ja2ighi7ig:\ 

Or.     Oh,  what  a  logic  in  this  madman  lurks ! 
Dost  think  this  is  a  madness  of  the  moon, 
On  some  grief-stricken  carcase  like  my  own .-' 
Py.     My  Lord,    I   seem  to  know   the    fellow's 
face ; 
Look  you,  he'll  speak  again  !  \inakes  signs.] 

Or.     Well,  well,  old  man  ? 

Ph.     He   that  is   old  must  needs  have  been  a 
youth. 
So  I  have  been  as  thou  art  ;  but  look  ye, 
When  Agamemnon  came  home  from  the  wars — 
How  much  is  twice  ten  years  from  out  a  life  ? 
Or.     Twenty,  good  father.     Agamemnon.    Yes. 
Ph.     The  King,  I  mean. 
Or.     Yes,  he  that  was  the  King  ! 
Ph.  (springing  np).     Who  art  thou,  minion,  that 
darst  taunt  me  thus  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Agamemnon  is  our  King  ! 
Ten  years  we  watched  his  coming  o'er  the  plains. 
See,  see  his  flame,  blood-red  against  the  sky  ! 
Or.     'Tis    old    Phalanthus ;    what    a    sorrow's 

here ! 
Ph.     King  Agamemnon  comes  to-day — to-day  ! 
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Or.     Poor    stricken    soul  !       Sweet    comrade, 

humour  him. 
Py.     The  King  will  come  again  unto  his  own. 
Ph.     Yes  ;  but  the  croaking  raven's  round  this 
tomb  ; 
I  may  not  sleep  till  all  the  brood  be  dead. 

Py.     I'll  lend  thee  my  own  sword,  Phalanthus. 
Ph.     Phalanthus  —  yes,    Phalanthus,    that    was 
me. 
Ye — ye  are  friends  to  Agamemnon,  then  ? 
Or.     Yes,  good  Phalanthus. 

\^Exit  Phalanthus,  babbling  ''Friends!']^ 
"  Friends,"     did    he     babble?      "  Friends,"      my 

Pylades  ? 
Never  hath  friendship  had  so  many  cords. 
Yet  could  they  not  all  save  him  from  this  fate. 
Oh,  Pylades,  when  friendship's  honoured  name 
Falls  'neath  the  murderer's  cloak,  'tis  sacrilege 
The  gods  will  not  abide  ! 

Py.     Nor  gods,  nor  men. 
But  look,  Orestes,  'tis  your  home  again  ! 
See  how  the  very  flowers  are  glad,  and  smile 
At  your  return — great  Agamemnon's  son. 

Or.     Ha,  Agamemnon's  son  !     No,  no,  not  till 
My  heavy  task  is  done  ;  and  even  then 
I  cannot  lift  this  tomb  from  off  my  heart. 
How  long  ago,  my  Pylades,  how  long? 

I 
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Vv.     But  twelve  short  moons  have  drawn  the 

creeping  tide, 
Since  Agamemnon  came  unto  his  own. 

Or.     But   twelve  short   moons.     It   hath  been 

half  my  life  ! 
Ye  gods,  how  marvellous  a  thing  is  time  ! 
When  we  are  sick  it  crawls  along  the  hours, 
And  every  stroke  is  echoed  to  the  night ; 
When  we're  in  love  we  cannot  hear  the  chimes — 
Our  hearts  beat  fairer  music  to  the  day  ; 
When  we  are  waiting  on  a  favouring  tide, 
Time  halts  upon  the  shore,  and  maddens  us. 
Oh,  Pylades,  count  no  more  hours  for  me ! 
Life  should  be  measured  by  its  great  events. 
From  birth  to  manhood  is  a  single  day. 
What  recks  the  tumbling  frolics  of  the  boy  ? 
How  gauge  the  rashness  of  impetuous  youth  ? 
Let  the  boy  leap  into  the  laughing  tide, 
Anon  he'll  come  ashore  upon  the  rocks, 
And  climb  from  peak  to  peak,  from  hill  to  hill. 
Count  the  first  sorrow  that  he  strikes  upon, 
The  rock  from  which  he  sprang  on  to  the  land, 
Then  first  he  falls  unto  the  God  of  Love, 
Melting  and  fuming  at  an  awkward  pace  ; 
And  like  a  watch-dog,  fully  wakened  now, 
Shakes  himself  free,  and  measures  all  his  leaps. 
Each  step  becomes  a  passion  in  his  heart. 
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Now  doth  he  kill  and  slay,  and  win  redress, 

And  emulate  the  wishes  of  the  gods. 

Lives  years  in  what  the  world  would  call  a  day  !  ^ 

That  at  his  prime,  so  many  voices  call. 

He  has  but  one  poor  brain,  one  pair  of  hands, 

A  single  mind,  upon  the  summit  there. 

So  down  the  hill  he  goes,  the  farther  side, 

With  measured  tread  and  time  outstripping  him  ! 

And  as  he  would  have  tarried  on  the  slopes. 

Old  Charon  points  to  where  upon  the  stream. 

Through  the  pale  mists,  the  silent  galley  waits — 

But  come,  my  Pylades ;  but  twelve  short  moons. 

Lend  me  a  mirror  ;  let  me  see  my  face.  v^l 

Look  at  these  wintry  hairs  ;  cut  off  a  lock,  / 

And  let  me  place  it  on  my  father's  tomb. 

See  how  the  rugged  care  hath  ploughed  my  brow. 

Why,  we  were  born  beneath  the  self-same  moon, 

And  you  are  young,  oh,  Pylades.     See  here, 

This  image  in  the  metal  is  not  true. 

Py.     Orestes,  all  these  sorrows  weigh  on  you. 
The  racking  torments  of  tempestuous  grief 
Sweep  o'er  the  soul,  and  drive  all  beauty  off. 
Yet  shalt  thou  find  thy  youth  again ! 
Before  another  moon  hath  kissed  the  tides 
Thou  wilt  be  free,  Orestes,  free  to  live  ; 
Move  through  the  world,  and  envy  nothing  there  : 
Live,  rule,  control,  and  bend  it  to  thy  shape. 
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Or.     Thou  art  a  true  companion,  Pylades. 
If  heaven  smile  upon  my  path  again, 
'Twill  be  for  such  a  friend  as  thou  hast  been. 

Py.    I've  shared  the  sorrow,  and  I'll  share  the  joy. 
Look  where  Electra  comes.     Let  us  withdraw. 

E)iter  Electra  and  Maidens,  bringing  libations 

for  the  dead. 

Maidens  chanting  Dirge. 
Weep  for    the  brave,  the    brave  who    slumbering 

lie, 
Ye  gentle  messengers  of  all  the  spheres. 
Blow  soft,  ye  winds  of  summer  'neath  the  sky ; 
Bring  us  sweet  respite  from  these  bitter  tears. 

El.     Unto  my  honoured  father's  memory 
There's  not  a  night  that  passes,  but  the  morn 
Brings  with  it  promise  of  Orestes'  face. 
Oh,  ye  bright  charioteers  of  golden  day, 
Bear  back  Orestes  on  your  winged  steeds. 
What  meaneth  this  ?     It  is  a  lock  of  hair. 
Ye  gods  !  it  is  Orestes'  golden  tress. 
How  many  times  I've  kissed  them  in  the  sun ! 
Here  is  one  silver  grey — another  one — 
Oh,  'tis  not  his  ! 

I    Maiden.      Lady,    there    strangers    are    by 
yonder  shrub. 
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El.  Strangers  here ! 

[Orestes  and  Pylades  come  forward?^ 

El.     Come  you  from  far,  good  sirs  ? 

Or.     From  the  Taurica,  lady,  in  thine  ear, 
I  was  Orestes  when  I  left  this  place. 

El.     And  thou  art  Pylades,  my  own  dear  love  ? 

Py,     Electra,  I  am  thy  love  ! 

S^goes  to  embrace,  ivJien  liglitning  strikes^ 
Oh,  fated  vow  that  binds  us  both  in  chains  ! 
Lady,  thy  brother  hath  a  vow  to  keep. 
Prithee !  whate'er  thou  seest,  disturb  him  not. 
But  on  the  instant  do  his  swift  behest. 

El.     Thou,  Pylades,  hast  thou  no  word  for  me  ; 
No  comfort,  and  no  sympathy? 

Py.     None,  sweetest  lady  ;  till  the  vow  be  past 
I  am  bound  up  in  brave  Orestes  there. 

El.     Then  will  I  bend  myself  unto  the  task. 

Py.     Listen  !  two  ladies  from  Taurica's  shore 
Are  now  returned  with  us.     Ask  me  no  word, 
But  see  them  tended  with  a  sister's  care. 

El.     Who  are  the  women  ?     One,  Hermione  ! 
The  other  ? 

Py.     Call  her  "  sister  "  for  to-day  ! 

El.     Truant !    I'll  not  be  tricked.     Tell  me  her 
name ! 

Py.     That  dare  I  not,  until  Orestes  speak. 
Enough,  I  bid  you  lend  your  timely  aid. 
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El.     They  shall  with  me  ;  now  to  Orestes  here. 
What  would'st  thou,  my  Orestes  ?   Give  command, 
And  though  another  rules  within  our  halls, 
Yet  thou  art  Argos'  King.     What  is  thy  word  ? 

Or.     Lady,  we  must  be  strangers  to  the  Court. 
Straight  from  the  Pythian  games  come  we  to-day, 
Bringing  swift  word  of  young  Orestes'  death  ! 
The  murderers  will  not  scruple  to  rejoice, 
With  large  festivity !     Then  let  thy  tongue 
Run  like  a  breeze  upon  this  burning  theme. 
Put  off  these  weeds,  and  wear  thy  gayest  smile  ; 
But  keep  my  counsel  and  my  seeming  thus, 
And  thus  from  out  this  cloud  of  rumours  I 
May  burst  like  flashing  lightning  on  their  guilt. 

El.     Now  doth  the  day  resume  her  ancient  light, 
And  all  the  air  grows  fresh  and  pure  once  more  ; 
Soon  shall  we  all  have  peace.     It  is  the  Queen. 
Come,  stand  apart  with  me. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  and  train. 

iEc.     That  of  our  royal  cousin  now  at  rest. 
All  men  should  speak  with  reverence  and  awe ! 
In  this  our  Argive  state  we  do  command 
Our  royal  libations  to  his  memory. 

\Cttps  presented,  and  poured  o?it.] 
Let  this  be  ever  Agamemnon's  day, 
Who  led  the  Trojan  victory,  and  restored 
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Peace  to  these  islands  and  this  ancient  land. 
With  brave  Orestes,  we  do  sorrow  much. 
Here  in  the  shade  of  Agamemnon's  tomb 
Do  we  record  our  sorrow  and  our  love. 
Where  hath  he  tarried,  that  he  cometh  not  ? 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mess.     My  gracious  lord,  there  stand  within  the 
gate 
Two  travellers  from  Phocis  to  the  King, 
Brineine  the  sad  news  of  Orestes'  death  ! 

y^G.     Orestes  dead  !  upon  our  Natal  day ! 
This  is  indeed  a  blow  so  keen  and  sharp. 
We  take  you  all  into  our  common  grief. 
And  though  we  celebrate  to-morrow's  feast 
In  honour  of  our  Coronation  day — 
For  all  your  entertainment  shall  proceed — 
We  will  ourselves,  within  our  royal  hearts, 
Make  proper  lamentations  for  our  son. 
Electra,  too,  for  one  brief  space  awhile, 
We  pray  thee  put  thy  heavy  mourning  by, 
To  speed  the  joy  along  the  city  streets. 
Our  duty's  to  the  living  round  us  here. 
The  dead  are  past  these  trappings  and  our  woe ! 

Clyt.  Thy  mother  adds  her  wishes  to  the  King's. 
Orestes  shall  be  honoured  in  his  death  ! 
For  when  a  brave  man  dies,  his  spirit  lives. 
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And  quickens  those  who  follow  where  he  trod ! 
Give  the  men  welcome.     When  they  are  refreshed 
Conduct  them  to  our  presence  speedily. 

JEg.     Come,  Clytemnestra,  come  from  death  to 
death, 
Ere  these  poor  tears  on  Agamemnon's  tomb 
Are  cold,  our  hearts  must  bleed  again  ! 
Come,  now,  to  mourn  Orestes  and  our  son ! 

[Exit  iEGISTHUS.] 

Clyt.     Go  thou  and  bid  a  sacrifice  be  done. 
I'll  see  these  strangers.     Come,  Electra,  child. 
Bid  these  two  strangers  join  us  here  forthwith. 

[Exii  Electra.] 
Is  this  some  juggling,  or  the  hand  of  Fate, 
Smoothing  a  path  before  us  to  the  sun  ? 
I  cannot  think  him  dead — his  father  dead  ! 
Iphigenia  dead.     Electra  lives. 
Thus  one  by  one  the  fruit  falls  from  the  tree. 
And  all  alone  upon  the  wintry  plain 
The  parent  trunk  withstands  the  cruel  blast. 
Orestes  was  too  young,  too  fair  for  death  ! 
He  was  my  only  son,  and  ever  hung 
Around  his  mother  in  the  early  days. 
Yet  had  he  Agamemnon's  blood  in  him. 
If  he  had  lived  he  would  have  troubled  us. 
The  track  of  blood  would  bring  him  to  this  place, 
And  then,  oh,  it  were  better  far  to  die. 
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Without  the  stains  of  blood  upon  his  hands. 
How  the  gods  read  our  thoughts  ! 

Electra !     Ho ! 

E7iter  Electra,  with  Orestes  and  Pylades 

cloaked. 

El.     This  is  the  Queen  ;  give  her  your  direful 
tale. 

Clyt.   You  are  from  Phocis,  sirs.    Your  news  ? 

Py.     Is  of  Orestes,  Agamemnon's  son. 

Clyt.    What  of  Orestes  ?    He  has  tarried  long. 

Py.     It  is  of  his  sad  fate  that  I  would  speak. 

Clyt.     Say  on. 

Py.     'Twas  at  the   Pythian  games  he  met  his 
death. 

Clyt.      Death  !      Is  Orestes  dead  ?      Give  me 
the  tale. 
How  sped  he  thus,  and  didst  thou  see  him  fall  ? 

Py.     It  was  the  second  day,  the  chariot  race 
Orestes  drove,  and  at  the  sixth  goal  led, 
But  in  the  last  round,  coming  home  again, 
One  of  the  horses  stumbled,  and  he  fell. 
On  with  the  speed  of  lightning  came  the  rest. 
And  when  they  sought  Orestes,  naught  was  found 
But  a  poor  body  mangled,  bleeding,  torn, 
That  was  Orestes !     But  alas,  alas  ! 

Clyt.    And  thou,  too,  saw'st  my  son  ? 
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Or.     Ay,  lady,  ay,  | 

Clyt.     Shriek  to  the  skies,  ye  walls  around  me 
here, 

And  Agamemnon,  in  thy  charnel  house,  | 

Join  in  our  grief.     So  young  and  beautiful !  I 
Season  your  sorrow  for  a  while  to-night. 

To-morrow  is  our  Coronation  day !  i 

The  feast  begins  to-night ;  we  bid  you  come,  ' 

And  share  the  honours  of  our  peaceful  land.  j 

Be  as  full  honoured  guests  around  our  board.  1 

And  though  the  stricken  heart  be  freshly  hurt,  i 

Yet  will  we  cast  its  sable  mantle  off  ' 
For  this  brief  space,  and  all  our  sorrow  hide. 

After  to-morrow  will  we  mourn  our  loss.  j 

Py.     Lady,  Orestes  follows  hard  upon,  ! 

Guarded  by  priests  and  holy  women.  i 

Clyt.    He  shall  have  rest  within  this  holy  ground.  ! 
For  you,  the  King  himself  shall  welcome  you. 
I  will  to  tell  him  of  your  embassage.                [exit,] 

Or.     The  King  shall  welcome  you  !     Didst  hear 

the  word  ?  I 

May  the  gods  speed  the  welcome,  Pylades  !  j 

■i 

There  will  be  music  at  the  feast  to-night.  | 
Think'st  thou  Laertes  can  have  lost  his  skill  ? 

I'd  have  this  song  performed  before  them  all.  ' 

It  is  the  death-song  of  a  Grecian  king.  { 

Py.     Electra  could  with  speed  prepare  it  now.  f 
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Or.     Go  thou,  my  Pyladcs,  and  see  it  done. 

{Trumpets?)^ 

Pv.     That  is  the  summons  to  the  festival. 
I'll  to  Electra  first.  \exit?[ 

Or.     They  feast  to-night !      Oh,  this  accursed 
haste ! 
Immortal  fate  that  hoverest  above, 
Be  near  to  smite  the  wine-cup  from  their  lips, 
Who  speed  so  swiftly  to  the  dance  of  death. 
Let  them  not  see  the  dagger's  glittering  blade 
Floating  before  them  in  their  golden  feast. 
Now  doth  the  day  decline,  the  night  comes  on  ; 
I  come,  Apollo,  mighty  to  revenge. 
'Tis  the  last  act  shall  crown  the  King — the  King  ! 

Scene  II 

Banquet  Hall.     Foldmg  doors  at  back. 

Enter  Electra,  with  Laertes,  and  Orestes, 
and  Pylades,  cloaked. 

Laer.     It  is  the  death-song  of  a  Grecian  king. 
King   Agamemnon    (Orestes   starts ;     Pylades 

restrains  him)  was  a  Grecian  king. 
Thy  father,  lady,  is  it  sung  of  him  ? 

El.     Laertes,  ever  faithful  to  our  house, 
Give  me  thy  confidence  ! 
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Laer.  Sweet  lady,  yes. 

'Tis  of  Orestes  you  would  have  me  sing, 
Who  died  but  yesterday.    Oh,  cruel  fate  ! 

El.     It  is  Orestes. 

Laer.  Then  it  shall  be  sung 

With  all  the  passion  and  the  reverence 
My  skill  can  lend.     Why  did  they  let  him  die? 
Lady,  you  know  how  sweet  he  was  to  me ! 
A  brave,  stout  heart — he  loved  to  hear  me  sing  ; 
I've  held  him  in  these  arms  a  thousand  times  ; 
And  when  his  father  died,  I  swore  to  live — 
Live,  live  and  be  a  father  to  his  son. 
Now  let  this  old  heart  break  ;  the  light  of  life 
Has    faded    from    these   fields.     But    one    more 

pang, 
That  like  an  arrow  from  the  shaft  of  fate 
Shall  pin  the  hearts  of  shame  and  treachery. 

[Orestes  starts  forward  -,   Pylades  holds 
him  back.'] 

El.     Hold,  good  Laertes,  for  a  moment,  stand, 
Clench  all  thy  sinews,  neither  speak  nor  move, 
Not  one  small  cry  of  joy  or  smothered  sigh 
Escape  thee.     On  thy  life,  swear — on  thy  life  ! 

Laer.     I  swear  upon  my  life. 

El.     Orestes  lives. 

Laer.     Quick,  tell  me,  then  ;  give  me  the  cue  to 
act. 
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El,     He  will  be  present  at  the  feast  to-night. 

Laer.     Yes. 

El.     'Tis  he  commands  Laertes  in  this  song, 
And  he  will  speed  this  arrow  home  to-night. 

Laer.   I  ask  no  more.   The  dawn  is  breaking  now, 
The  light  returns,  the  darkening  shadows  lift. 
I  can  see  clearly  ;  all  the  pathway  shines. 
Oh,  never  did  the  strains  of  music  speak 
Its  thunder  from  the  skies  in  answering  tones 
As  these  do  to  my  prayers.     Let  the  gods  hear, 
That  make  of  me  a  humble  instrument. 
For  all  these  days  my  voice  hath  lost  its  power  ; 
Now  shall  it  burst  forth  like  a  pent-up  flood 
Pouring  its  torrent  out  upon  the  plain, 
That  shall  awake  the  guilty  from  their  sleep, 
To  deep  damnation,  and  the  curse  of  hell. 

El.     Break  off,  Laertes.     See,  a  messenger. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mess.     Laertes,  to  the  presence  of  the  King. 
Laer.     Lady,  farewell ;  we  meet  again  to-night. 
{Exit  Laertes  and  Messenger.] 

Enter  Slaves,  bearing  dishes,  etc.     Guests  arrive. 

El.     Come,  my  good   friends,  the   King  would 
honour  you. 
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Pv.     We  thank  thee,  lady,  for  thy  courtesy. 

[exeunL] 

Enter  /Egisthus  and  Counsellor. 

yEG.     What  said  the  Oracle  ? 

C.     Never  to  fear  the  power  of  mortals  born, 
Till  one  come  from  the  grave. 

yEo.     Till  one  come  from  the  grave  !     I'll  see 
it  done. 
Enough.     Is  all  prepared  unto  the  feast  ? 

C.     All,  gracious  Lord. 

iEc.     Then  let  the  trumpets  sound  ! 
Lycinthus,  when  Orestes'  corse  shall  come, 
We'll  give  it  honoured  burial,  anon 
Set  watchers  on,  and  bid  the  priests  attend, 
And  all  the  sacrificial  rites  be  done 
As  doth  beseem  our  deep  and  loyal  love. 

C.     It  shall  be  done  !  \exit?\^ 

iEo.     Fear  not  till  one  shall  come  from  out  the 
grave. 
{Starting)  The  signal  for  the  feast.         [Triiinpets.] 
Now  is  the  last  dull  count  of  all  my  fear 
Gone  from  life.     Orestes  cometh  not, 
With  the  loud  cry  of  vengeance  on  his  lips, 
But  a  bowed  suppliant  silent  in  the  dust ; 
Yet  even  in  death  I  cannot  bear  his  name. 
He  shall  have  certain  hospitality  ; 
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Marble  shall  weep  above,  marble  below, 
Strong  bands  of  iron  within,  around,  secure. 
Never  was  grave  so  deep,  so  beautiful ; 

\Truinpets?\ 

Sweet-smelling  spices,  all  the  flowers  he  loved. 

Enter  Slave. 

Go,  take  my  summons  to  the  Queen,  and  bid 
Laertes  to  attend  me  at  the  feast.  [exeuni.] 

Enter  Slaves,  witJi  dishes,  etc.,  etc.  Guests  arrive. 
Hubbub.  Music  swells  ivith  a  loud  triumphant 
inarch,  during  which  King  and  Queen  enter, 
zuith  the  Court. 

Clyt.    Where  are  the  travellers  from  the  Phocian 

land? 
JEg.     Send  one  and  bring  them  hither  with  all 

speed. 

Enter  Orestes  and  Pylades,  zvith  mourning 

cloaks. 

JEg.    Who  dar'st  thus  enter  here  before  our  face, 
Clad  in  these  sable  robes  to  mock  the  feast  ? 

Py.     We  crave  thy  pardon,  gracious   King,  to- 
night ; 


128  ORESTES 

We  have  a  vow  upon  us  for  the  dead. 

[King  and  Queen  confer. ^ 
M,Q.     It  is  not  seeming  in  this  festive  hour 
To  come  to  us  in  mourning  habit  clad  ; 
But  since  you  come  from  our  beloved  son, 
We  do  extend  our  clemency  to  thee. 

[Orestes  and  Pylades  take  their  seats?^^ 
Argives  and  senators  of  this  our  realm, 
Now  is  this  fair  land  wrapped  in  smiling  peace, 
And  all  the  strife  of  warfare  hushed  around. 
Think  not  we  grieve  the  less  the  sudden  loss 
Of  our  dear  son,  whose  honoured  messengers 
Sit  at  our  board.     Deep  in  our  stricken  hearts 
We  bear  the  wound.     But  our  great   state  shall 

live, 
Flourish,  and  thrive  without  calamity. 
So  in  our  judgment  do  we  greet  you  all. 
To-night  let  mirth  abound,  wine  freely  flow  ; 
We  will  have  music  and  the  song  of  praise. 
To-morrow  such  befitting  sorrowing 
As  doth  appeal  unto  our  royal  hearts. 
Come,  pledge  me  first  in  love  and  loyalty. 
Then  let  your  mirth  flow  freely  in  these  halls. 
And  the  loud  trumpets  take  the  solemn  pledge, 
And  clang  it  to  the  skies  in  thunder  loud, 
Reverberating  to  the  bounds  of  day. 

\A  II  pledge.     Trumpets.] 
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Enter  Dancing  Girls  to  a  measure^  after  a  short  space. 
iEG.     Bring  in  the  minstrels  ;  let  us  have  a  song. 

Enter  Minstrels  and  LAERTES. 
Clyt.     What  is  the  song  } 
Laer.     It  is  the  death-song  of  a  Grecian  king. 
{Sings) — Speed  on,  my  bark  ;  my  long  day's  work 
is  o'er. 
Steer  for  the  land  where  lies  my  native  shore  ; 
There  in  the  blue  haze — 'tis  the  land  of  Greece — 
There,  there  alone  shall  I  lie  down  in  peace. 
Steer  for  the  land,  my  noble  mariners, 
Steer  for  the  land. 

I  would  not  die  upon  a  foreign  shore, 
My  home  awaits  me,  and  my  faithful  wife. 
After  the  battle,  rest  for  evermore. 
Steer  for  the  land,  it  is  my  life — my  life ! 

Hark  !  there's  a  cry  of  Murder  at  the  door  ! — 

\lo7ig  note.] 

[Sensation.     Qneen  starts  and  points^ 

Or.     Mark  them  now  closely.    See,  she  looks 

at  me  ! 
Clyt.  {imable  to  restrain  herself  longer).     Hide, 

horrid  monster  !     Look,  he  comes  again  ! 
^G.     Who  >. 

Clyt.     Agamemnon  !     See,  his  spirit  eyes  ! 

K 
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Canst  thou  see  nothing  by  that  beggar  there  ? 

JEg.     Nothing.        [exdtejueni  rises  io  fever /leat.] 

Clyt.      Look  at  his  eyes — as  he  would  blast 
us  all ! 
-^gisthus,  quick  !  the  daggers  !     Bring  them  both  ! 
Ha  !  I  am  all  alone,  alone,  alone ! 
Thou  ever  wert  a  coward  from  thy  youth ! 
See,  give  them  me.     Dost  fear  that  I  shall  blench  ? 
It  must  be  done  to-night. 
Hence,  mocking  slave,  and  wouldst  thou  save  thy 

lord? 
How  many  times  hath  he  possessed  thee  too. 

/Eg.  {trying  to  soothe  her).     Clytemnestra,  thou 
art  overstrung. 

Clyt.    Peace,  proud  usurper !  I  will  have  my  will. 

tEg.     Go,  one  of  you,  and  bring  a  surgeon  here. 

Clyt.     Stay,  all  of  you  ;  go  not  upon  his  word. 
Am  I  not  Agamemnon's  royal  spouse  ? 
I,  Clytemnestra ! 

Why  d'ye  stare  at  me  ?  \going  down.] 

Go,  get  you  gone  ;  hence  to  your  kennels,  go ! 

[seizing  a  sword  and  driving  them  out.] 

Mg.     My  queen ! 

Clyt.     And  you,  too,  coward,  with  the  rest ! 
Hence  from  my  sight !     Away !     I'll  none  of  you  ! 
(To  Orestes)  But  you,  sir  beggar,  I  will   speak 
with  you. 
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Mg.     Bring  mc  a  surgeon  !  [exit.] 

[exit  all  btit  Clytemnestra  and  Orestes.] 

Clyt.    Bid  all  the  doors  be  shut,  the  music  cease. 
Will  these  cold  glassy  eyes  never  be  still, 
But  burn  upon  me  like  a  raging  fire, 
And  hurl  me  into  madness  ?  [sinks  down  exhausted.'] 
You  only  do  I  fear !     What  wouldst  with  me  ? 

Or.    Lady,  hath  reason  found  what  passion  lost? 

Clyt.     Thou  art  a  murderer,  and  hast  killed 
Orestes  ! 

Or.  {throws  off  his  cloak  and  reveals  himself.) 

Clyt.     Thou.    Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

[raves  and  falls  on  the  ground.    Sitting  up 
very  subdued  and  ealm.] 
Gentle  Orestes,  do  not  kill  me  now ; 
I  bore  thee  at  my  breast  for  many  years, 
Toyed  with  thy  golden  hair  and  loved  thee  well, 
More  than  the  rest — than  Iphigenia. 

Or.     Iphigenia !    She  is  not  dead,  she  lives, 
And  I  have  spoken  with  her. 

Clyt.    Iphigenia  not  dead  !  Not  dead,  say  you  ? 
Does  Agamemnon  live  ?  and  are  you  dead  ? 
Am  I  alive  ?  vEgisthus,  where  is  he  ? 

Or.     Mother,  I  know  not. 

Clyt.     Then  the  grave  lies  ! 

Or.    My  father's  dead,  done  by  ^gisthus'  hand, 

Clyt.    No,  no,  Orestes ;  this  hand  did  the  deed ! 
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And  I,  Orestes,  saidst  thou  I  must  die  ! 

Or.    So  charged  me  great  Apollo,  and  my  vow ! 

Clyt,  And  wilt  thou  kill  me,  helpless,  lying  here? 

Or.     I  came  to  slay  my  father's  murderer. 

Clyt.     Oh,  never  let  the  bloody  deed  be  told. 
To  take  the  life  of  her  who  gave  thee  birth ! 
Never  would  woman  kiss  thy  hand  again  ; 
The  whole  wide  world  would  point  and  hiss  at  thee. 
Oh,  most  unnatural  and  unseemly  act, 
It  cannot  be. 

And  yet  within  thine  eyes 
I  see  a  dreadful  light.     Ye  gods,  forgive  ! 
Put  out  the  sun  one  moment  ere  'tis  done ! 
No,  no,  Orestes  ;  I  will  spare  thee  this. 

[stabs  herself  and  falls.'] 
Kiss  me,  Orestes,  now,  quick — once  again !     {dies.] 

Or.     She  hath  forerun  me  there.     Electra,  see  ! 

Enter  Electra,  with  Surgeon  and  Attendants. 
SUR.     She  is  not  dead.     Go,  carry  her  within. 
{Body  carried  02it.     Exit  Orestes.] 

Enter  the  King. 
.^G.     Where's  Clytemnestra  gone  ? 
El.  Oh,  she  hath  swooned  ! 

The  surgeon  is  attending  her  within. 

M.Q,.     What  meant  her  wild  distracted  passion 
here  ? 
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I  thought  the  reign  of  peace  had  well  begun. 
Didst  hear  her  drop  a  hint  of  treachery? 
Go,  bring  me  news  how  Clytemnestra  does  ! 
Yet  stay !    Thy  brother — dost  thou  think  him  dead  ? 
El.     My  lord,  you  heard  the  messengers'  report. 
/Eg.     Where  are  these  messengers  ?    Send  them 
to  me. 
There  may  be  treachery  beneath  their  cloaks, 

[Exii  Electra.] 

Enter  Surgeon, 

SUR.     My  noble  master,  Clytemnestra  sleeps. 
^G.     She  lives,  then  ?     There  is  hope  that  she 

will  live? 
SUR.     The  sweets  of  sleep,  and  healing  leaves, 
and  rest 
Are  necessary  to  her  for  a  little  space. 

\exit  Surgeon,] 
^G.     My  thanks  to  thee  ! 
Till  one  come  from  the  dead,  the  King  is  dead  ; 
Orestes  dead.     There  are  no  others  now. 
I'll  see  these  beggars  stripped  of  their  false  garb  ; 
There  hath  been  magic  in  a  beggar's  cloak 
Before  to-day.     Ho,  guards,  within  there  !    Slaves  ! 

Enter  Guards  and  Slaves. 
Send  me  Lycinthus.  \_Exit  Guards.] 
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Enter  Electra. 
Girl,  thou  but  mock'st  me  in  thy  festal  garb. 
I  feared  thee  not  with  all  thy  trappings  on, 
But  now  there  is  a  laugh  upon  thy  face. 
If  I  but  thought  ye  could  play  fair  and  false, 
Trick  me  with  this  pale  countenance  of  thine, 
Blow  hot  and  cold,  within  a  little  hour, 
I'd  put  a  mask  upon  thy  lily  face — 
'Tvvould  smile  no  more.   Avaunt!    Leave  me,  I  say! 
El.     My  lord,  I  wear  this  garb  at  your  request. 

{going:] 
Mg.     No  more,  I  say  ! 

Enter  Lycinthus. 

Ha,  well,  Lycinthus  !  You,  Electra,  stay  ! 
Lycinthus,  these  two  strangers  at  the  feast, 
Where  are  they  now  ? 

Lyc.  My  liege,  I  cannot  tell. 

i^G.    You,  on  the  instant,  bring  these  men  to  me. 
The  guard  be  doubled.     There's  some  treachery, 
And  I  will  nose  it  out.     Begone,  I  say, 

{Exit  Lycinthus.] 
{To  Electra)  Well,  mocking  girl,  and  hast  thou 

brought  some  news  ? 
For  such  a  moon-struck  face  was  made  for  lies. 
Come,  done  with  riddles  ;  tell  me  something  true. 

{seizifig  her  /land.] 
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El.     Dost  thou  not  even  now  believe  their  word, 
Or  wouldst  thou  see  Orestes  on  his  bier 
With  thine  own  eyes  ? 

Mg.     Yes,  yes,   Electra    girl,   then    they   have 
come. 
Let  me  behold  him  cold  and  still  in  death. 

El.     Bring  in  the  bier. 

Doors   throzvn   open.      Bier   brought   in,   placed  in 
middle.      Enter    behind — the   two   Messengers 
cloaked.    Priests  and  Holy  Women,  Hermione 
and  Iphigenia,  and  all  the  Court.    yEGlSTHUS 
goes  up,  stands  praying. 
Or.  {cloaked).       vEgisthus,    that    didst    doubt 
Orestes'  death, 
See  for  thyself,  and  mourn  thy  dearest  friend ! 

[^GISTHUS  raises  cloth.     After  a  moment, 
shrieks,  "Clytemnestra  !  Clytemnestra  !  " 
Then,  suddenly  glancing  round,  grasps 
the   situation.      IPHIGENIA   mounts  the 
throne  in  her  priestly  robes. ^ 
JEg.    {seeing  her).     Iphigenia !    back    from  the 
grave  ! 
Then  is  my  hour  at  hand.  {Lightning  strikes?^ 

Thou  art  Orestes  ! 
I  was  not  Agamemnon's  murderer. 

Or.     Foul  and  false  traitor !  thus  I  answer  thee. 
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Draw  and   defend    thyself   (JHlls  him).      Apollo's 

will ! 
Now  is  my  vow  fulfilled,  and  I  am  free. 
Come,  my  Hermione,  to  this  strange  bridal. 

[Guards  seize  Orestes.] 
Capt.     Where   is    the    murderer   of  the    royal 
blood  ? 
'Tis  thou  hast  slain  the  King. 

Iph.    Peace  in  these  halls.     Iphigenia  speaks. 
Back  from  the  deep  dark  grave,  where  these  have 


gone. 


Justice  is  balanced  now. 

Look  to  yourselves. 
Argos  shall  greet  its  King.     Orestes,  come, 
And  you,  Hermione,  its  beauteous  Queen. 

[Sho?its  of  Long  live  ORESTES  !  "] 
Who  seek  the  shelter  of  the  gods  aright. 
Shall  come  from  death  to  life,  to  day  from  night ! 

{Chorus,  Hymn  to  APOLLO.) 
(Curtain.) 


PRINTED    13Y   WILLIAM    CLOWES  ANU  SONS,    LIMITED,    LONDON   AND  BECCLES. 


SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  LIBRARY  FACILITY 

305  De  Neve  Drive  -  Parking  Lot  17  •  Box  951388 

LOS  ANGELES,  CALIFORNIA  90095-1388 

Return  this  material  to  the  library  from  which  it  was  borrowed. 


JAN  2  7  200^ 


UCLA  ACCESS  SERV 
interlibrary  Loan 
1 1 630  University  Resjearch 
Box  951575 


Los  Angeies,  CA 


CES 

Library 

9C0$5-1575 


liil ,. 

3  1158  00899  ' 

IJC  SOIJTHrRN  HI  GKJfjAL  LlfiRARY  f  ACH 


AA    000  379  879    o 


'm-. 


mlv 


